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XMAS GIFTS. 


You are cordially in- 
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47 ~~ vited to call and see 
| Vickery’s Wonderful 
{4 = Collection of charming 

Gifts; the finest and 


most varied in | .ondon. 


SACRA Se ORONO ele. 


|/3| JEWELLERY, SILVERWARE, 

‘|| FINE LEATHER GOODS, 
j eens i] DRESSING CASES, BAGS, 
; | i TORTOISESHELL, &c. 


Write for fully illustrated Catalogue, 
post free. 
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vu C.VICKERY 


Two Examples of Gifts from Hundreds: 




















AN EXQUISITELY ENGINE - TURNED 
SOLID GOLD CIGARETTE CASE. 
ga X- Sating | one <« Sap 1009 
4 x3lin .. 3 «. 48100 
Ae < Sidi, « a OF 400 
Similar Cases in Solid Silver from 5 Guineas. 


THE LATEST STYLE. 
FINE QUALITY WHOLE PEARL & 
PLATINUM EARRINGS, IN CASE, 
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Riags, Brooches, Pendants, Charms, &c. 
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7 PEARLS 
* CARRINGTON & CO 


Court Jewellers 
130 REGENT STREET. W. 
i Choice Selecfion 
1S of Dew and Secondhand 
a PEARL NECKLACES and ROPES 
An inspection and comparison of 
prices 1s solicited 
before purchasing. 
Ho) JEWELS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS TAKEN !N EXCHANGE 
BB Secondhand DIAMOND, EMERALD © other i 
f Jewels always in stock. he 
4 selection sent on approval. 
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REGENT ST. hlvermmib EDrebing Case 
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Ideal Gifts for Men. 





WILKINSON 


NEW MODEL SAFETY SHAVER | 
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Every man who shaves, and there are few who do not, appreciates 

a good razor. It is indispensable to his tollet, and only a good 

razor of perfectly tempered steel is ready for service every day. 

WILKINSON SAFETY SHAVERS and ORDINARY RAZORS 

have attained that high standard of excellence which skilled 
craftsmanship alone can produce. 
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Blades—not the “throw-away’’ kind. 





lhe Shaver wit 
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Price 43/-, silver-plated set, complete 
with Automatic Stropping Machine 


THE NAME OF 


WILKINSON 


IS A GUARANTEE OF EXCELLENCE— 
THE NAME THAT COUNTS IN THE RAZOR’ WORLD. 
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It is entirely a matter of choice, some men prefer an ORDINARY 
RAZOR, others the SAFETY SHAVER. Whichever you select, if you 
purchase a WII-KINSON you get the Best—made of Finest Sword Steel. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
The WILKINSON SWORD CO., LTD., 53 Pall Mall, LONDON, S.W. 1 


Gun, Sword, and Equipment Makers—Razor Manufacturers. = 
Works: ACTON, W. : = 





T. H. RANDOLPH, Managing Director = 
lL TTTTTTTOUU HTT UTTUUUUUTTTUUMRTTTUTUTTUUUUUTDOUTUUUTUUUUTHUULATUUUCLUCATLEUULUULLLTCULLLPCLLUeeUUA LeU UU 


HVVVUVTVURULUUUUL ULL LGULLTUURUUAUUUUULuitit.tictiuiiititU Lv tvteataeticraviciicvieavaieii LU 



































CR ee REN CON LSA 
OY NOT Se iy WV hed 
%, ea N ,. & SY Se es 
e i/ rm ee t S Vf \ 
\ ; Drhend PED Pe BENQ ? 
‘ af 





<. For Curtains and 
iy Furniture Coverings 
4s (Of enduring beaufv 


SUNDOUR 
UNFADABLE 


FABRICS 


Will save you from all 
anxiety as fo fading, even 
%£° ~when exposed to the 
“Ys — strongest sunshine, which 
only serves to reveal their 
beauty of colour. 
Sundour is made in a 
great variety of fabrics, 
ae including Tapestries, Reps, 
£4\¥% ~Damasks,Madras Muslins, 

4 8 Chenilles,Prints.Casement 
: ‘« Cloths, Rugs, ete. 
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The Spirit of Christmas. 


DRAWN BY ARTHUR BUTCHER 
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were too well trained to resent their elders’ pleasure openly, and so 
in the end it was settled, without any reference to Olivia's wishes, 
that on the morrow she should be packed off with Aunt Agatha 
and Aunt Agatha’s maid, pug-dog, page, and the rest of the fine 
lady’s paraphernalia, to spend Christmas at Courtleigh Park. 

True, Olivia was able to voice her feelings during one tragic 
half-hour when, with Roger’s and Ned’s arms round her neck, 
the three wept in chorus, whilst they vowed that Aunt Agatha 
was a hateful old woman to have suggested so odious a pro- 
position. 

Poor Livy! She looked the picture for a Christian Martyr as 
she stood in the hall ready for departure, her small round face 
pale and woe-begone, her big brown eyes full of tragedy, whilst 
golden curls formed the aureola under her beaver bonnet. 

But, though the tears overflowed in bidding farewell to Madam 
Mother and the boys, they soon dried during the excitement of her 
long coach drive. : 

Aunt Agatha was kindly, for all her grandeur, and told the 
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removed her fur cloak, crying— 

‘“‘ Poor little coz. It seems a shame to awake her.” 

Then all at once she realised where she was, and fell into a 
panic. 

Why, there was Uncle Lionel, tall and stern, talking’ to Aunt 
Agatha, whilst Aunt Anne fussed over the luggage and bestowal 
of Parkins, the page, and the pug, leaving her niece to the minis- 
trations of the tall, handsome gentleman who did not look old 
enough to be Cousin Anthony—and vet . 

Her cavalier himself interrupted the reflections by tossing her 
cloak to a maid and taking both cold little hands in his. 

“So you are my cousin Olivia ?’’ he asked, smiling. 

It was Anthony, then? Anthony, the embryo Jacobite, who 
was to be kept out of mischief by wedding with Mistress Cynthia 
Rallings. As Olivia looked into the lean, handsome face, with its 
merry grey eyes, and dark, slightly powdered hair, marking, too, 
the tall, straight figure and broad shoulders, she wondered why 
she had pictured such a very different cousin from this. 


Note.—The characters in the stories published in this issue are imaginary. 
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Iffustrated by A. FORESTIER. Cf 
ox sat bolt upright in her mother’s withdrawing-room child rallyingly that she need not fear they were going to eat her * { 
stitching at her sampler, with blue eyes so discreetly in mistake for the Christmas goose at Courtleigh. P) \ 
lowered that no one seeing her would have supposed how Olivia would have liked to ask questions about the unknown * 
she longed to be out in the garden racing to and fro through the relatives, but forbore, since Aunt Agatha was inclined to doze, Hs 
crisp, white snow pelting Ned and Roger, her younger brothers, and her niece beside her sat silent and demure, her eyes fixed fi 
who were having a brave time out there, whilst she, alas! was on the wintry landscape, whilst — from thoughts of the boys es 4 
forced to sit prim, as became a young gentlewoman of seventeen and all the Christmas festivities she was missing at home—she : 
years of age, doing her needlework whilst her mother talked to began to speculate on those to which she was going. (4 
Aunt Agatha, who had come in her big, lumbering coach to spend She had once seen Uncle Lionel, and recalled the little shiver of ,) 
a night on her way to her brother’s house at Lampton, where she fear she had experienced at his stately appearance. Aunt Anne, f 
was passing the Christmas season. too, she vaguely pictured as a little fussy lady who was always G 
Olivia knew very little of Uncle Lionel, saving that he was anxious. And then there was Anthony—the very ancient cousin +) 
Sir Lionel Courtleigh of Courtleigh Park, and had one son, Anthony, of twenty-six. #. | 
who was quite old—perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven. Olivia, in her corner with her sampler, had heard Aunt Agatha % 
Olivia thrilled as a shrill shout of defiance from the garden talking a great deal about this Anthony, and how his father was Bp 
announced a successful sortie by Ned on Roger’s defences. How set on his wedding Miss Cynthia Rallings, a great heiress and belle , 
she wished . . . to boot ; but how Anthony was perverse and over-wild, following * 
Then suddenly the thought of the boys, the snow castle, and his own way and mixing himself up in Jacobite plots which would S 
all the merry fun the others were enjoying without her were bring him ere long to the gallows. fe } 
forgotten as Olivia heard her own name mentioned. Olivia knew all about Jacobite plots, since it was one i) 
““T vow,” Aunt Agatha was saying, “I should of her favourite tales to listen to how Lady a. ; 
be asking you to let me take Livy along with Nethisdale had saved her husband’s life seven re 
me to Lampton if it were not for fear the years ago in the ’I5. 5 
child would be falling in love with But never had she met a Jacobite be- - ¢, 
Tony or some such nonsense. It is fore, and wondered . wondered ) 
too distressing that Celia should whether she would be afraid of * 
fall ill just at Christmas time this one; or did Aunt Agatha .) 
and not be able to accompany mean Cousin Anthony was ? 
me. And the measles, too! only pretending to be a Jaco- Ke 
So impossible ! ” bite . . . because he had 4) 
Olivia’s hand shook as nothing better to do... £2 
she dug her needle into the and ... that was why it S 
stretched canvas. Horrors ! would be good for him to . f 
The idea of being taken marry . . . Cynthia Ral- @ 
away from the boys at lings, who would keep him = ( 
Christmas time. well out -of mischief ? ‘4 
Then, in the midst of Olivia’s musings were < 
dismay, came her mother’s getting very jumbled long 3 
words, clear, distinct as before the coach stopped f 
any sentence of doom— before the big grey house ) 
“If it would pleasure with the snow sparkling P| 
you to take Olivia with ‘¢ round the sills of mullioned Re 
you, Agatha, you are wel- windows and covering the t 3 
come to her company. As ivy in a white loveliness. 7 
for falling in love, you need Indeed, she was only vaguely 
not fear that. Livy is still a conscious of being lifted out 
child, with never a thought yet and carried up a shallow flight 
for sweethearting, and prefers a of steps, to be set down in a 
romp with her brothers to any brightly lighted hall, where she 
dressing-up in fal-dals.’’ blinked and gaped like a new-fledged 
It was in Olivia’s mind to jump owlet. 
up, heedless of manners and decorum, Alack ! she was so sleepy that * 
and cry aloud in entreaty that she she forgot her curtsies and manners f 
could not and would not go away aus : ay ks : completely, to be roused to the sense * 
from home for Christmas. Olivia sat bole upright in her mother’s withdrawing-room of her shortcomings by the sound > 
But young maids in those days “trting at her sompter. of a gay laugh as someone gently ’ 

















Olivia gave a little sigh of relief. Thanks, no doubt, to some 
careless servant, the door of the withdrawing-room stood wide, 
whilst a glimmer of moonlight creeping through the shutters would 
be enough to guide her to the spot where the drops had been left. 

So great was the girl’s haste, so intent was she in her purpose, 
that she had the tiny bottle clasped in her hand before she was 
aware that the door leading to the larger saloon was open, and 
not only so, but a broad splash of moonlight told of a shutter 
either taken down or opened. 

Olivia came to a sudden halt, listening. 

A voice—a man’s voice—speaking in low but clear tones, 
reached her. Livy had ears like a hare, and she not only recog- 
nised the speaker as Cousin Anthony, but understood each word 
of the speech. 

‘“ To-morrow ? To-morrow at three o'clock at the old Grange— 
and we ride north ?”’ 

Then an answering voice, strange to the listener— 
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& and ending by stealing a kiss, which sent her, with burning cheeks 
4 and throbbing heart, helter-skelter to her room. 4 
rs It . . . it was odious to remember that Aunt Agatha had r 
, bidden her not fall in love with Cousin Anthony, since since ce 
he was to marry Mistress Cynthia; and . and still worse to ) 
a perceive that he thought her so much a child that he had not J 
) scrupled to kiss her ! 
* Olivia sat in the withdrawing-room that evening and discoursed J 
he, for her elders on the harpsichord, whilst every time she glanced P 
f ry towards Cousin Anthony’s serious face she wondered if he had i 
n bestowed so much as a second thought on the kiss which still seemed 4 
(2 to tingle on her lips. °} 
7 It was not till Aunt Agatha had got into bed that night, and 4 
& Parkins had been dismissed, that she remembered leaving the drops, ¢ | 
f given her by her physician for a troublesome cough, in the smaller © 
® withdrawing-room. P 
4 As all the household were abed, there was no help for it but ¥ 
‘ Livy must fetch the bottle. p 
a Poor Olivia, palpitating over such an adventure, since she had v 
( a horror of ghosts at midnight hours, slipped on a blue wrapper « 
* ( and crept away like a small ghost herself along the passages, down 2 
¢ the broad stairs, and across the hall. e 
: \ Already a dozen terrors had seized her, sending her scuttling y 
A) in a panic, only to recover, and tip-toe past her uncle and aunt’s sy 
bedroom. v 
Alack! She would never unfasten the bolts on the door or % 
¥ 
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She curtsied shyly. 
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She curtsied shyly, her lashes lying on her smooth pink cheek 
as she remembered that she had added the offence of staring to 
the rest of her shortcomings. 

And la! how drowsy she must have been not to hear her aunt’s 
introduction ! 

Then, in the midst of her distress, Aunt Anne bustled up to her 
and whirled her and Aunt Agatha upstairs to a big, snug room, 
hung with dark blue tapestries, and with a blazing fire on the hearth 
to welcome them. : 

When Olivia descended later, in her flowered tansy frock and 
t ribboned mob-cap, she looked quite a different being trom the half- 
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frozen, wholly scared little traveller. And, if she were still shy, 
who so clever at setting her at her ease as Cousin Anthony—who 
took possession of her whilst the elders played cards with the local 
parson, and showed her over the dear old house, with its galleries, 
saloons, nooks, niches, and, last but not least—its secret room. 
Olivia was not at all shy by the end of an hour, and found 
herself chatting away to this new friend, of home, of Roger, Ned, 
and a hundred things, whilst he listened in no assumed interest, but 
with a kindly smile on his handsome face, whilst those grey eyes 
of his approved the baby beauty of this small, delightful cousin, 
with her big velvet eyes, flushed cheeks, and dainty golden curls. 
She was just a picture as she stood there, framed in the open 
panel which gave entrance to the secret stair that led downwards 
to gloomy depths and a small stone chamber, whose history was 
full of such thrills and excitement as Livy and her brothers 


*“ Yes, with no more delay than the state of the roads and a 
meeting in town with other comrades make necessary. All is 
arranged. We meet the rest of our friends at Settle in York- 
shire. If things turn out as they promise, the Chevalier de 
St. George will be in England —or Scotland — before the New 
Year is many days old—and ere long on his father’s throne 
at St. James’s.” 

There was more enthusiasm in this speaker’s tones than Livy 
had fancied to catch in Cousin Anthony's. In fact, when the 
latter spoke again, the little eavesdropper fancied she caught a 
certain reluctance in his promise not to fail his friends, which 
was answered by a somewhat curt warning that there could be 
neither waiting nor delay for laggards. 

Then followed the scrape . . . scrape of a closing window and 
shutter, during which Olivia fled. 
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Aunt Agatha was inclined to rate at the long delay of the 
tiresome child. She had had a fit of coughing which could have 


been averted by the drops, and, to add to her indignation, Livy 
(Comtinued on page 6. 


delighted in. 
‘You ‘ll come and see for yourself, Cousin ?’’ asked Tony, as 


he paused, candle in hand, half-way down the steps, to look up 
at her. ‘ "Tis a famous hiding-place, and it is not only said—but 
true—that no cries uttered here can reach to the outer world.” 

Gathering the soft satin of her skirts about her slim ankles, 
Olivia obeyed the invitation. Never before had she enjoyed herself 
so vastly, or found a comrade as quickly as she had done in this 
delightful new relative. 

With darkening eyes she beheld the small, desolate chamber in 
which Tragedy’s grim ghost still lingered, and shuddered at sight 
: of the heavy door which locked as soon as closed, leaving the hider 

or victim within a close prisoner, whilst the door itself appeared 
when shut but part of the wall. 
Then, in the midst of a spirited tale concerning some earlier 
Anthony Courtleigh, a voice was heard calling for Olivia, and up 
they had to climb from the realms of terror and romance to the 
prosaic world above. It was only then that Livy found how fast 
a Cousin Tony had been holding her hand whilst he told his story. 

It still wanted three days to Christmas, and Olivia, who had 

pictured those days spent in prim penance, found herself much 
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mistaken. 

| Cousin Anthony was goodness itself to her, showing her every 
item and object of interest in the Park and without. Taking her 
for splendid walks through the snow, even—once—pretending to 
be Roger and indulging in a game of snowballing, which came 
to a premature end, since who should appear to interrupt it but 
Miss Cynthia Rallings, the masterful heiress who who was 
going to wed with Cousin Tony and keep him out of mischief. 

She certainly gave Livy the impression of being quite equal 
to the task. She was a big, handsome woman of twenty-five, 
loud-voiced, strenuous, dominant, who withered up poor little 
Olivia with one stony glare, and forthwith did her best to reduce 
Anthony to a proper state of humility by her veiled sarcasm about 


ar 


playing with children. 
Later, Tony found his little cousin in tears, and proceeded to 
put himself very nearly in a temper—by way of consoling her, 


Olivia .. 


. discoursed for her elders on the 
harpsichord. 
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A Christmas Service in the Peninsular War. 


Christmas has always asserted its rights, even in the midst of warfare. In recent years campaigners did their best to keep the 
seasonable tradition alive in the mud and discomfort of Flanders, and they were helped, as active service troops had never been 
before, by many organisations, which existed for the purpose of lightening the soldiers’ lot. Very different was the state of 
things in the Crimean War, but even there scratch Christmas festivities achieved real heartiness, of which evidence remains in 
the pages of this journal. Of Peninsular War Christmases we possess fewer details, and certain 25ths of December saw the troops 
either hotly engaged or effecting toilsome movements in desperate weather. But it is well known that our hard-fighting army in 
Spain and Portugal were great hands at a festivity, at every possible opportunity, and that the usual ceremonial, including the 
statutory Church Service, was not altogether omitted, if occasion served. “The religious organisation of the Army was less elaborate 
in those days, and Church services did not play a very prominent part in daily orders. But any celebration must have had a 
peculiar significance for troops far less closely in touch with home and home institutions than our modern warriors were, reminding 
them of English scenes and English ways amid the breaches of Iberian and Lusitanian fortresses. 


From THE Drawinc wry R. Caton Woopvirtre 
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The God of the Pule Month: Thor, Sbut Ont from Walballa. 


** Thor with the bent brow In red beard muttering low'’: the god of thunder unable to’ cross the bridge Bifrdst like the Vaikyries. 
lest he set it aflame. 


Christmas customs embody many elements of Norse mythology, including the use of mistletoe. In ‘‘ Myths of the Norsemen,” from the 
Eddas and Sagas, by H. A. Guerber, we read: ‘“‘One month of every year, the Yule month, or Thor’s month, was considered sacred 
to Frey as well as to Thor, and began on the longest night of the year, which bore the name of Mother Night. This month was a 
time of feasting and rejoicing, for it heralded the return of the sun. The festival was called Yule (wheel) because the sun was sup- 
posed to resemble a wheel rapidly revolving across the sky. . . . The first Christian missionaries, perceiving the extreme popularity o! 
this feast, thought it best to encourage drinking to the health of the Lord and his twelve apostles when they began to convert tho 
Northern” heathens. . . . Another Yuletide custom was the burning of a huge log. King Olaf transferred most of its observances to 
Christmas Day, thereby doing much to reconcile the ignorant people to their change of religion. . . . As he was god of thund 
Thor alone was never allowed to pass over the wonderful bridge Bifrdst, lest he should set it aflame by the heat of his pre 
In the lower part of Mr. Sime’s fine drawing, Thor is seen brooding over this grievance, while above the nine Valkyries, Odin's b:< 
maidens, are riding across the bridge into Valhalla.—{Feom rake Drawinc sy S. H. Simi 
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showed no proper sense of her neglect and laziness, but scarcely 
replied to her aunt's reproaches, merely saying she had been as 
quick as possible. 

But, through the long hours 
Aunt Agatha’s placid snores rol 
the chamber, a small golden head tossed restlessly on the pillow, 
whilst wide blue eyes visioned a handsonie, merry comrade being 
dragged away to prison—and death. 

Prison—and death. Oh! It was too terrible—too terrible ! 
Yet, had she not heard both her own father and Uncle Lionel 
And she was sure... 


ci the night, a weary while after 
| 


ed in sonorous rhythm through 


say that rascally Jacobites deserved no less ? 


sure... Tony did not want to be a Jacobite. Aunt Agatha had 
been right in saying he had got tangled in these foolish plots, 
and . . . and now, no doubt, he felt in honour bound to go 


on getting more tangled—and yet more,’ till the terrible web 
dragged him to Tower Hill. 

One’s evil visions do not become less as one pictures them 
over and over again during wakeful hours, and no wonder that 
poor Livy rose on that day of Christmas Eve wan, heavy-eyed, 
equally convinced that Cousin Tony would be riding to his death 
this day, and that she would never, never be happy again if King 
George cut his head off, since since ; 

But Livy—remembering Mistress Cynthia—never got further 
than that 

It might have been im- 
agination that Cousin An 
thony seemed more grave 
and less inclined for jesting 
that day, nor did he reply 
with any enthusiasm when 
his mother told him that 
during the afternoon Mis- 
tress Cynthia Rallings would 
be in to help hang the house 
with Christmas decorations. 

Olivia sat quiet as a little 
mouse in the big window 
seat of the library trying 
to read, but she had not 
scanned a single sentence— 
she was thinking as only a 
desperate woman can think. 
For, at this crisis, the child 
Livy had been metamor 
phosed into a woman grown. 

And now the colour rose 
pinkly to her cheeks as she 
slipped from her seat and 
went boldly forth in search 
of Cousin Tony. 

Someone — God maybe, 
since she had been pray- 
ing—had given her an idex, 
and, as there was no time 
for weighing pros and cons, 
she intended to act swiftly 
upon it, and leave possibl 
consequences till later. 

For ... H she 
did not act 
Tony 
his precious life on 
Tower Hill like Earls 
Derwentwater and  Ken- 
mure. 

Anthony was in the hall, 
whistling a sporting refrain ; 
he smiled at Olivia, but his lips were wry, and there was a queer 
look which might have been pain in his grey eyes. 

“ Well, little coz,”’ said he, in make-believe gaiety, ‘‘ and what 
can I do for you? You look almost woe-begone.”’ 

She flushed, rallying to play her part. 

“’Deed then,” she retorted, ‘‘ I had no thought for it. I’ve 
been writing to Roger and Ned and and am a trifle weary. 
3ut you have it in your power to pleasure me.” 

“And how ?”’ he asked, gazing intently into the lovely, up- 
turned face, ‘I ‘d go far—if I’d time—to do that.” 

She laughed. ‘‘ This is no further than your secret chamber,”’ 
she replied, “‘ 1 've a whim to see it again—and and prove 
for myself how secret it can be. Will you favour me ? ”’ 

He glanced at the clock Yes, he had nearly an hour to sparc, 
and, without guessing how that glance sealed a purpose, turned 
to lead the way towards the gallery where the entrance to the 


Since. 


Cousin 
might be losing 


secret stair was found. 

Olivia was breathless before she reached the tiny stone chamber 
whose history was so full of romance and tragedy. 

“ How drear,’’ she shuddered, “ lack-a-me! What vapours 
the place gives me! Yet I'll have a tale pat for Roger of what 
it feels like to be a prisoner. Will you stand yonder, coz, and 


blow out the light? I'll be by myself and picture a hundred 


terrors.’”’ 
Without a hint to suspicion her intention her cousin laughingly 
obeyed, believing her to be indulging in some whim of imagination. 


A moment later a sharp click startled him. 





“Wilt you stand yonder, coz, and blow out the fight? I'if be by myself 
and picture a hundred terrors.” 


; ve le re > ‘ . 
“Livy !"’ he cried, and groped towards where she had stood. 
i hands, he came in 


The place was empty, and, with outstretched ' 
contact with a fast-closed door which opened only on the outer 
side. 

He was a prisoner !—a prisoner on whom honour bound the 
plecge to ride north in less than an hour. ' 

At first he believed it to be but an ill-timed jest, and banged 
upon the door, shouting peremptorily to Olivia to open instantly 
or he shovid be very angry. Nor threats, nor entreaties, nor 
prayers, had any effect —and Tony was not likely to forget the 
family tradition that no sound penetrated from the stone chambei 
of Courtleigh Park. aa 

But Olivia, leaving her captive to rage in impotent anger and 
perpléxity as to the meaning of this unprecedented act, fled up 
the stair, closing the panel behind her with trembling fingers 

Then, finding herself alone here amongst the shadows of a 
winter's afternoon, she burst into tearless sobs. She had 
had saved Tony, possibly from Tower Hill—and a traitor’s death ; 
but he he would never forgive her—-never. Ifhe . . . had 
liked her before—as grey eyes had managed to convey—he would 
hate her now; and oh! at thought of meeting his anger her grief 
became almost uncontrollable. 

Then another thought came to torment her. She not only 
robbed Tony of his liberty 
at a crucial moment, but 
had also stolen from him 
his honour. 

This Jacobite plot into 
which he had _ been in- 
veigled would be sure to 
fail, since her father had 
said the Englsh people 
would never tolerate a 
Romanist King on the 
throne again; and just 
because it must fail Tony 
would never be able to 
forgive her, since his friends 
would always believe he 
had held back in cowardice 
and for expediency’s sake 
from a forlorn hope. 

Olivia had strong views 
about manly honour, in- 
culcated by the brothers 
who were her comrades 
She could imagine Ned's 
and Roger's scorn in think- 
ing a man would wish his 
life spared at expense of 
honour and good faith. 

There should . . . there 
must be none to believe 
such lies of Tony. But 
the men waiting at the Old 
Grange would believe it. 

Olivia drew a_ deep 
breath. She was in a 
mood ripe for action. She 
could not endure to wait 
idly and unconcernedly till 
the hour when Tony might 
be freed. She must act. 

This was the inspira- 
tion of a moment, to be 
seized upon in scarcely 
less time. 

Up to her room stole Livy, donned cloak and hood and thick 
boots, and was out through a side postern unseen by any, ten 
minutes after a first resolve had been born. 

“I'll go to the Old Grange and tell them the truth,’’ thought 
she. ‘ They can but kill me.” 

Just then death seemed easy compared with meeting Anthony's 
reproaches. 


The men who waited in the empty hall of the Old Grange 
waxed impatient. Their horses were tethered in the copse 
without ; it wanted but three minutes to the hour of departure, 
and all were met saving Tony Courtleigh, whom each secretly 
regarded as a somewhat lukewarm comrade in a_ cherished 
enterprise. 

Whatever faults these luckless Stuarts possessed, they had the 
trick of inspiring a matchless love and enthusiasm in the breasts 
of their followers. So there were mutterings amongst those 
gathered in the ruined house which long ago had been termed 
haunted and so left to decay. 

“We cannot wait after the hour,” 
impatiently, ‘‘ or we shall end by being late for our own rendezvous. 
Besides, I have neither excuse nor place for laggards.”’ 

‘‘Courtleigh promised to be here,”’ retorted another of the 
‘and I vow he is a man of honour and his word.” 


rapped out the leader 


company ; 
‘* Both seem to have failed him now,” sneered a third. “ I’m 


for the saddle, and the devil take _ 


ONE 
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The speaker was interrupted by the sound of a quick footfall 
without, and the door was pushed open to admit—as all supposed— 


Courtleigh himself. 
One glance sufficed to disappoint this hope and to raise further 


alarm. 

A small, cloaked figure stood in the doorway, with hood fallen 
back from a glowing face. But the roses brought to Olivia’s cheeks 
by her hasty run through snow-clogged lanes faded as she saw the 
grim circle of faces before her. Sir Gresham Blount, the leader of 
the party, stepped forward. He spoke only one word— 

‘“‘ Betrayed !”’ 

A thrill ran round the comipany. There was so ugly a sound 
in those two syllables that they forgot they were gazing at a lass 
out of the ordinary—pretty. 

Olivia wilted and paled. -She quite made up her mind she was 
going to die, and wondered—vaguely—whether Cousin Tony 
would think her death made up for her desperate action. 

‘This is Courtleigh’s doing,’’ she heard one man say aloud. 
‘‘T saw the lass with him yesterday. No doubt we shall have the 
soldiers following. Yet-—I could not have——’”’ 

This speech assisted Livy to the finding of her voice. Once 
more the colour burned in her cheeks, her eyes sparkled. She 
forgot she was 
going to die. 


““ So,’” murmured the leader, ‘ then it was to save your lover’s 
honour you came, Madam ? ”’ 

The scarlet flush brought tears to Olivia’s eyes. 

**Oh, no,” she cried in maiden shame, “‘ he he is not my 
lover. He . is to wed with Mistress Cynthia Rallings, who. . 
Aunt Agatha says will keep him out of mischief. I am 
only—his cousin.”’ 

Sir Gresham took her cold little hand, bowing over it. 

““Madam,”’ he replied, ‘‘ pardon me saying that Tony Court- 
leigh would. be a fool did he look elsewhere than to his little cousin 
to be kept out of mischief. For the rest, I think I prove my 
admiration for your spirit by claiming no vow of secrecy from 
you. Soon all England will know why I and my friends ride 
north, but how we shall ride south is a different matter and in the 
hands of Heaven. I think we are strangers to you—let us meet 
as strangers, I pray, should King George remain on an English 
throne. For the rest, if it is otherwise ordained and our hopes 
are realised, King James shall know why a certain little Whig 
should win his favour, since there is a law to which all men and 
women owe devoir. The law—of love.” 

He raised his dark eyes to her flushing, paling face, and Livy— 
feeling that she would the earth could open and swallow her up— 

knew he had guessed 
her secret—the secret 





“Oh, how can 
you believe it ? ’’ she 
cried, her voice rising 
in shrill accusation. 
“You know he could 
never, never, never 
be a traitor.” 

Sir Gresham’s 
laugh was grim, 

“Then wiey, 
Madam,”’ he asked 
cuttingly, ‘“‘are you 
here in his place ? ”’ 

Olivia regarded 
him wide-eyed. It 
was the moment of 
confession, and she 
made it with some 
dramatic sense and 
a spirit which she 
herself could hardly 
recognise. 

‘‘T heard him say 
he would be here,” 
she replied. “I... 
I was in the next 
room, where I had 
come to fetch Aunt 
Agatha’s drops. There 
. . . Was , another 
man—I did not see 
him, but I heard all 

. about this meet- 
ing and your going 
north to see ... the 
Pretender. I... I 
knew if Cousin Tony 
went he would  be- 
comea... a traitor 
and lose ... . his 
head, perhaps, at 
Tower Hill, Se... 
I locked him in the 








she had only known 
herself a few short 
hours before. 

So those men who 
had vowed to set a 
Stuart on the Eng- 
lish throne went forth, 
leaving the girl who 
had avowed herself 
true-blue Whig alone 
and unmolested in 
the house to which 
she had come to meet 
her death. 

She had offered 
no brief for her good 
faith —- but it was 
stamped on her brow. 
They knew that this 
young maid, being 
what she was, could 
not play the traitor 
to any cause having 
once given her word. 
Was it that Ned 
and Roger had im- 
pressed their lesson of 
honour well—or had 
another been her silent 
teacher ? 

Alas! poor Livy. 
Though the men who 
mounted their horses 
in yonder copse might 
speak of her smilingly 
as a heroine, she felt 
none of the exalta- 
tion of such a part. 
Alone, in the rat- 
haunted old ruin, she 
crouched sobbing—be- 
cause now she would 
have to be returning 








secret chamber 
where none can hear 
his cries, because . . . 
because the man the other man 
wait for him. And he will be very 
him free. He will mever forgive me for 
him,” 

So surprising was the tale that all who heard it stood dumb. 
Yet the curious part was that none could disbelieve the speaker, 
amazing though her story was. Did they—these lovers of an 
exiled Prince, these enthusiasts in a hopeless cause—know enough 
of another sort of love to read the riddle of the tale ? 

Yet Sir Gresham was not wholly satisfied. 

“If this be true,”’ quoth he sceptically, “‘and you the true- 
blue Whig your sentiments show you, for what purpose are you 
here ? Why have you not sent the soldiers in your place ? ”’ 

Olivia’s eyes dilated in surprise as she looked into the stern, 
grizzled face of the Jacobite leader. 

“Nay,” she , faltered, ‘1 I came because I know a 
man’s honour is dearer to him than his life, and that in truth 
Cousin Tony could never, never forgive me did he think you rode 
north believing him a traitor to his cause. For the rest, Sir, I 
too have my honour-—and could not betray those whose secret 
I learned in such a manner.” 

The child spoke so seriously, and with such quaint dignity, 
that not a man from Sir Gresham downwards but was ashamed 

~~ 


said they would not 
very angry when I set 
for saving 


of his susptcions 


i to — an_ inexorable 
A small, cloaked figure stood in the doorway, with hood fafien back judge 
tom = slowing foe. Mistress Cynthia 


Rallings was in the most vixenish of tempers when she arrived 
by special invitation to help wreathe holly-berries round the 
old hall at Courtleigh Park, according to the time-honoured 
custom of Christmas Eve, and found no sign of the handsome 
gallant who she hoped was the suitor for her hand. Where 
was Tony? Sir Lionel asked the question frowningly of every 
one except the white-cheeked, red-eyed little niece who came 
creeping down—presumably from her room—during the process 
of the decorations, whilst frost-nipped fingers bungled so foolishly 
at their task that Mistress Cynthia sniffed knowingly, guessing 
at some unnamed tryst between the cousins out in the winter's 
gloaming. Fortunately for Livy, however, none of the elders— 
least of all Sir Lionel—shared Mistress Rallings’ suSpicions, and 
Olivia remained dumb concerning the prisoner in the secret 
chamber. 

But her thoughts were with him all the time, her tender heart 
torn as she pictured Cousin Tony’s wrath when the hour for 
liberation dawned. 

Poor child, she was cold with terror and dismay as she crept, 
wan as,.a ghost, along the gallery to the grimmest task of all. A 
task far more terrible than facing murderous Jacobites in a 
haunted ruin. 

She had heard Sir Lionel say to his wife as she glided by that, 
though Tony was to blame for absenting himself on Christmas 
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Eve, there had been no need 
for Mistress Cynthia to show 
such temper, and he for one 
would be sorry to be her 
husband. 4 remark which 
vaguely pleased the little cul 
prit who was the cause of all 
the pother 

Oh! If only she might 
run away home ind = leave 
another to the dreadful task 
of facing Cousin Anthony. 

But though Olivia was little 
more than a child, she did 
not lack courage, and so it 
was that presently a man, 
leaning huddled against the 
wall in a black prison, heard 
a door-catch click, and —#in 
the yellow light of a candle- 
beheld the slender. figure of the 
lass who had dared to thwart 
him in a sworn enterprise. 

Yet, if he expected to find triumph in the small face 
which showed so white under its high cap, he was mistaken, 
and even his very just wrath melted at the sight of such 
piteous fear. 

But Livy did not wait to give explanations as she fled back 
up the stone stair—afraid, because of the stern reproach which . 
was worse than anger in grey eyes. 


It was Christmas morning. A Christmas of bright sunshine, 
which fell on the glittering pail of snow and made the drab old world 
a dainty fairy-land, in which little Olivia Mallinton played no poor 
part of queen. 

Yet was she a queen without kingdom or subjects as she stood 
there—alone, too sad at heart to hear the joy bells, which through 
the long ages have echoed an angelic song. 

She had gone supperless to bed last night, making excuse of 
headache to escape curious enquiries. And this morning, after 
screwing up all her courage to appear at breakfast, she was 
met with the dismaying news that Tony had left home at so 
early an hour that none had been astir to hear the reason for 
his going 

Yet, at the table, there had been the evidence of something 
amiss. Sir Lionel sat scowling and glum in his carved chair at 
the head of the board; Aunt Anne was tearful behind the urn; 
whilst Aunt Agatha flung out hints of young fools and their folly, 
hot-heads, and the wily spiders that caught unwary flies, till Livy 
could have screamed in her apprehension. 

Now, as she stood alone under snow-laden trees in the great 
avenue, her heart was full to bursting with trouble. Was it 
possible this could be Christmas morning? Christmas, the 
happiest, merriest season of the year! But she had—strangely 
enough—scarce a thought to bestow on Roger and Ned, or a 
regret that she was not at home to share their gammocks. 
All her mind was filled with forebodings that she had failed. 
Failed to save Tony from Tower Hill, whilst earning his ever- 
lasting reproach. 

The jingle of a bridle and sound of approaching horse-hoofs 
roused her, and scarce was her reverie broken than a man had 
swung himself out from his saddle, and, with bridle neatly slipped 
through his arm, was by her side. 

Olivia gave one cry, and then stood still as if frozen, whilst the 
colour first faded then flooded in her cheeks. 

** Cousin Tony,” she faltered, for she had to speak, 
else she must have broken down into tears provoked by 


Frost-nipped fingers bungfed so foolishly at their task that 
Mistress Cynthia sniffed knowingly. 


ROLE OS 


the curious emotions thrilling 
her at sight of those grey 
eves that were looking down 
down into her heart, 
with neither anger nor re- 
proach in their gaze. 

“I met Jack Trevennen 
on the road to London,” said 
Anthony, without greeting or 
l “’twas he you 


ret Lan 


Ce CF 


preamble, 
heard speaking with me at 
the window. * The plot to 
win the throne for the Chev- 
alier is quashed before ripen 
ing. Those who rode from 
the Old Grange yesterday are 
fleeing back for their lives; 
two are already prisoners, 
since a meeting held in town 
ere their ride north was 
broken in on by King George's 
soldiers—spy led. / should 
have been in prison or on 
my way to France at best had I been in that company. 
Jack Trevennen met me on my road. He had time to tell 
his tale. He told me, too, how an heroic lass had ventured 
alone amtongst desperate conspirators because she knew I held 
my plighted word higher than life or convictions. I have been 
asking myself what words I can use in thanking . . . that 
young maid who saved—the life and honour of an_ingrate. 
Canst help me—little coz?” 

Then the tears came. Olivia could not help them. She 
was not a great heroine after all—but only a child made strong 
by love. And so tears were all the answer she could give. 

But perhaps that answer was the most eloquent of all— 
and the one that made Tony’s part the easiest, for what else 
could he do but gather the sobbing child in his arms—and com- 
fort her in the way common to all lovers, and so needing no 
tuition ? 


“And will your father be very angry ?"’ whispered Olivia, 


raising an April face from Tony’s shoulder, ‘‘ because . . . be- 
cause . . my mother promised I should not fall in love with 
you since ... since you... you were to wed Mistress 


Rallings.”’ 

Cousin Tony’s laugh was ringing with its whole-hearted amuse- 
ment—for what man is not gay when he has his heart’s desire 
in his arms ? 

“And why, Madam,” he asked, tilting a rounded chin to the 
correct level for his lips to seek the quivering red ones so near 
them, ‘‘ should I be condemned for my sins to wed Mistress 
Rallings ? ”’ 

Her eyes were like stars, so full were they of happiness—and 
a latent roguery which led to a demure drooping of lashes. 

“An it please you, cousin,’ whispered Livy, “ ‘twas said 
that lady alone could keep .you out of mischief.” 

““The more need,” he retorted, kissing her unabashed, 
convince the speakers of such heresy of their mistake. Come, 
little one, without delay, and I will introduce to my honoured 
parents the virago who locked her future lord up in a prison cell 
to keep him safely, and further bound him as her slave when, 
at long last, she freed him. What record can the world give of 
more complete subjugation? 1 warrant none will deny your 
right to hold your captive—as your own for all time.’’ 

It proved that even Sir Lionel himself could not deny the 
justice of this argument. 

And Christmas bells, jangling merrily over a snow-bound 
world, found echo in the hearts of the two who had found in so 
strange a bye-way the Christmas gift—of love. 


to 


THE END. 
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“And why, Madam,” he asked, tilting a rounded chin to the correct level for his lips to seek the quivering red ones so near them, 
“should I be condemned for my sins to wed Mistress Raflings ?” 
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Lucky to find a farrier here, | An’ plucked the roses down Minden way. 
Half a mile more, she'd a’ gone dead lame. Well, that was the Feot, to tell you straight ; 
Truth, you're right, an’ it’s ten mile clear For Minden wasn’t a cavalry day. 


On to the next. old what ’s-his-name ; | We thought they'd give us a chance, tnough late, 


(Better the job to me than him) 
What's your news are ye lately come 
Back from the wars ? We Ye out o the swim, 
Little we hear o’ the fife and drum. 


But Sackville refused to put us in 
Right at the end: well meant, no doubt, 
But Lard! who would ask to save his skin, 
When a charge would a’ turned retreat to rout > 
All is, our Foot was a sight, egad, 
A single line that broke clean through 
Three lines of enemy horse that had 
A bellyful an’ a beating too. 


3ack about August, folks did say 
Something was doing across the seas, 
We fought some fellows that ran away ; 
Where was it? Hold ye, if ye please, 
I'll mind it soon, if ye give me time: 
Minden > Ay, that was the name they gave, 
An’ a tale oO roses they pitched, but I’m 











SAN AION TREE So 


And all in the space of an hour at that! 
You think I'm tellin’ the tale, my friend, 
But I never do that to a man, that ’s flat, 














' Danged if that last bit ain’t a shave. i. 
| Though I have to a girl, at times, no end; 
ite, y . ae . F F ’ . sar 
No ? D'ye say it $ Gospel true ? Stull, that’s the way oO the world, John Smith, 
How d'ye know? What! Bless my heart ! You've done 't yourself, if your eye speaks true— 
You sittin’ there an’ smokin’, you | Finished 2? Gadzooks you ‘re a lad o pith | 
Was one o' the boys that did their part An’ what may King George be owin’ you 2—L. 
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The Lady Ste. Bride. 


ooo 


Sweet as tune of little bird 
FALL alone in forest beard. 

List ve, sitting by my side 
At this merry Christmastide 
To the tale of Lady Bride. 


Listen in the fire=light glow 

Co a tale of long ago; 

Wibile the winescup gocs its way 
Mark a tale of yesterday, 

Sweet as is a river’s song 

Wiben the sun shines fierce and strong 


ride was a fair maiden, never fairer in all the land. For she lived at the Worth—so 
« said be that told me this story—and 3 saw it in a book also tbat bad pictures, 


3t was a strange, bare land, and JIGride lived nigh to the sea=sbore in a castle alone 
with ber motber. for the Lord of the Castle was long since dead. Wea, be dicd when 


the little maiden was but a neweborn babe. 

Bnd when be was dying the mother said to bim, “What sball J call ber?” And be 
said, “Sbe is as fair as thou.” But the Lady Marguerite said, “Way, but far fairer.” ‘the 
said, “Wiben thou went witb me on the day when we were wedded there was none fairer 
than thou, nor could bave been in all the world.” And sbe said, “F will call ber Bride.” 

Hnd be said, “Lven so it is, she is called Bride.” For there was no christening then, 
tor Christ Jesus our Lord was not yet born. But it was a sad country, full of all wicked= 
ness and wronc=doing. For they killed children to their gods, and their gods tound pleasure 
therein. And a woman might sav naugbt against it, tor they treated women wickedly even 
as they listed, and if they listed ill, it was ill, and if well, well. 

Even in such manner dd Bride grow np in the Castle Bordemere. (That meaneth 
cdgc of the merc, namely, the sca.) For there were faithful men tbat guarded ber, and 
the folk of that place were not evil at beart. Bnd there was one, Sit Freer, that was as 
tigbt a lad as ever pou knew, save that be wot not of Christ and Cbrist’s ways, 

3 ween that Bride was lonely in Castle Bordemere. Sbe played all day with pieces of 
wood and stones, and she bathed them and ki them, and set them a=bed, and sung 
lullaby cven as it they were little ones out of ber own white self. 


Little babv, lullabic; Lving there so close to me, 
bark the chanting of the sea, Breathing there so quictly? 
And the sounding of the foam, Little baby, lullabie ; 
Hirt not glad to be at bome, Lulla, baby, lullabic. 


Bnd as she grew older, even to be a maiden, and the sticks and stones gave ber no 
more pleasure, then ber cyes grew sad, and anon and anon went sbe down to the seaz 
shore when tbe sun sbone and listencd to the crooning of the waves, .quict and slow, as 
they bowed in love to the land, and watched the ripple children run back after them. 

Bnd sometimes she sang. 

And one dav Lord Freer rode past. And so again, often on a day when the sun shone. 
Wea, and also when it sbone not, but there was mist and rain. For there was vet a bope 
in bis beart that Bride would be there. 

On a dav Bride went down to the scasshbore. BHnd she came to a pool blue as the sky 
and cool as the wind. And she kneeled beside it and plunged ber arm deep into the 
Water. Bnd the little minney fishes came around it and thrust their faces against the white 
fingers as it were saving, “3s there naugbt witbin there for us?” 

Bnd as she knelt there the Lord Freer came past, very fair in 
lighted from bis borse. And be said, “Surely thou bast lost a ving in the pool that thou 
Sbe saith, “Mav.” But be thrust in bis arm. And be met 
Find be saith, “Even so sball 3 keep what F bave 


the sunligbt. Bnd be 


plungest thine arm so deep.” 
ber fingers beneath the clear water. 
found.” Bnd be said, “Bride, wilt ’ou be Lady of my Castle and wife to me?’ 





a rw 


WY 





Seer cae een A, Rt 

















t 


sansree\\ 


—s 


THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 1920.~ 12 








So was Wride weddcd to the Lord of the Castle. And on a time there came to ber 
a very fair cbild, a little boy child, white as ber own fair bosom, and be. lay tbere 
a=crowing all day long. And Bride said, “Wow is my joy complete.” 

Wet was it but the beginning of sorrow. Jfor there fell on the land a dreadful pesti= 
lence, never so dreadtul was known, And they prayed to their gods, but it availed naught. 
Bnd they sacrificcd goats and cows, But it di not avail. And they said, “The gods are 
bungry, they must bave men.” And lo! so tt was that they murdered poor little children. 
Bnd thev said, “Ft availeth not. What more can we 00?” 

nd as the Lord of the Castle sat in the cvening in full winter, sore cast down and 
very sad, there came a crying at the gate, and tbe watcbman saitb, “Who ts it?’ Thev 
said, “Ft is all of us.” tbe saitb, “‘Wibo are chict?”” And there came forward the beads 
of the village and the pricst. And they went into the ball. And the Lord saith, “Wet 
more death?” Chev say, “Vet more death everywhere. The gods will not be appeased 
save with the greatest. For look you bow their cyes gaze down on us.” And through the 
window lo! a star, brigbt as the moon, tbat sbone and moved and moved and shone. 

‘tbe saith, “What would you?” 

Chey sav, “The greatest only will suffice.’ 

‘Ibe saith, “Uibat, my child also?” 

And they tore the little one away from ber. And the Lord sat there with bis bead 
in bis arms, and be said, “What are these gods that can be so crucl?” 

Bnd Lady Bride fled to ber chamber tbat looked out over the sca. And she lav on 
ber bed and knew notbing. 

FHnd at last, in the ball, the Lord started up and [aid bis band to bis sword and 
said, “Wea, even the greatest. And the fatber is more than the son, vet by the wrath 
of man sball 3 Ole, ratber than my son perish by the greed of these gods.” 

Kut aloft in ber chamber lay Lady Bride. And the sca was peacctul as the breast 
of a child. And the star sbone. And brighter it shone, even as the star of a magic 
sleep, and the beams of the star came in at the window and. glimmercd upon bet 












face, and ai singing was mingled witb the singing of the waves, cven as the song 
of many angels. And there came two angels and took ber up and carricd ber away. 
Bnd over the sea the light ot their wings grew fainter, far over the cdge of the sky to 
where little Christ Jesus was born that nigbt. And Bride nursed Mother Mary and the 
Little One in the nigbt of pain. 

Hnd anon, as morning dawned through the chinks and the lattices, there stood the Lord 
of the Castle witb bis sword in bis band stained with blood and bis child lying asleep 
on bis sbicld. And be cricd to the men in the doorway and the courtyacd that cringed 
before bim, “Wo gods are they that can be so cruel.” 

And as be cricd there came from above a singing, for it was tbe first Christmas 
gG of ber who bad nursed Child Fesus. 

Bnd be said, “Come now, let us lay this at ber feet. For JF ween she knoweth ot 
gods for us that will save us. for our pearts are bard and who sball guide us to 


the ligbt save sbe who brougbt us thence into the world?” 





Little Jesu, unto Thee We shall moan and we sball weep, 
Sina we lulla, ltullabie. Baby Scsu, softly sleep; 
Unto Gabo 3csu we Hnd anon the time will be, 
Sina a tulla, lullabie. Thou shalt bring our hearts to thee, 
Softly sleep, and sweetly dream, Dving on the cross to make 
Lving in the starlight beam. Earth more bappy tor our sake. 
Dream of beaven that was thy bome, But toeniabt we sing to thee, 
Unto us cartbecbildren come ; Baby Jesu, lullabic, 
Slowly, softly come thy breath, Lulla, baby, lullabic, 
Think not of the cross and death: Lullabte. 
ag 
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Marie of Erteans. 


ag 


er bis is of Jacques who made stone images; and the story is truce, because 3 
heard it myselt. 


Mother ADary, up on bigb, Rnowest well our bearts, 3 trow. 
Standing white against the skv, ! Motber Mary, standing biah 
Molding little Jesu, bicst On the cbhurcbhetop nert the skv, 
Baby child, against thy breast | Wid one praver to beaven go 

Wile be sinful men, but thou | For me as 3 pass below. 





Wow they were building a church in tbe village of Arteans. Jt was the old Abbot 
ot the Abbey that first began to build. Then soldiers came and destroyed the Abbey 
When of the church there was nougbt more than the walls and the roof, all plain and 
bare. Bnd so the vears went by, and tbev said, “Ft will be finisbed some dav, when 
the Abbey is made again.” And so they passed it bv. Only tbe children played in and 
out of the porch, and the old men looked at it and nodded in the sunsbine. 

Chen so it was that there came monks again to the Abbey at last. And they bad 
money in plenty, and they said, “All this sball be set rigbt at last.”” And thev sent 
abroad for workers. Wut there came tew of the skill to d0 the tmages and the carving. 
Many there were to work, but not one to plan and make beautiful, and the monks knew 
not what to do. 

At last there went the Abbot through the market=place one day, and be bebeld an 
mage of an old woman on ai stall. 3t was made of wood, very wonderful. For it bad 
wrinkles and lines and folds and crows’=tcct all over tbe little dirty wizened face, and sbe 
Sat over a great cauldron or pot and made therein a mirture F know not what, so wicked 
and hideous sbe looked. And the Abbot said, “Our gargovles! our gargovles! Lo! now, 
Who made this wondertul image?” 

Bnd the man at the stall said, “There is a lad witb a little wife round as a 
cherry, and both are poor as two birds on a bare winter tree. They ve many, many 
days’ journey from bere. Scarce go F there once in a twelvemontb. When 3 go, be 
bringeth me such things, but 3 get little money for them. For of what use be these little 
images, save to sect on a sbelf?” 

Che Fbbot said, “3 will send = straigbtway.” 

So there came a messagere to Jacques the carver’s bouse. And be found bim with 
bis little wife that was round as a cherry. They were cating a supper of bread and of 
cheese made of milk. 

Che messagere saith, “Ay lord the Hbbot of Artcans saith, ‘Come, carve us 
gargovles on bis church, and be will give thee five livres for cach montb.’” 

Jacques saith, “What is an Bbbot, and where is Arteans? And what is a 
gargovles ? And who talketb of livres? 3 bave not so much as a sou. F OO not know 
What a livre ts.” 

‘be saith, “aby lord the Abbot of Artcans that is from bere many days’ ave, and weeks 
journey, Bp lord saith, ‘Come, carve us gargovles’—tbat is, carving on a cburcb of 
strange monsters.” 

“Fi, ai,’ saith Jacques. “Can F not carve strange monsters! Wever saw vou such! 
Look vou bere.” 

“O, O, Jacques,” saith the little wite cound as a cherry, “would tbat be would take 
them and carry them away, tor thev be so ugly they look at me in my sleep.” 

The messagere saith, “the will give thee five livres that is, gold picces, worth many 
sous, for every month, so that thou do good gargovies.” 

Jacques saith, “ thow sball 4 not go! Lo! straigbtway 3 will up bebind thee on thy borse.”’ 

“O, O,” saith the little wite round as a cherry, “O, O, and be thinketh not of me!” 

So Jacques came many days’ journey to the Church of Arteans, and od gargovles, mare 
Vellous bideous. And be worked dav and be worked night, and be never thougbt, never a 
Whit, of the little wife round as a cherry. But be made bis images so ugly as never 
was stone before. 

Autumn taded into winter, and vet the work went on. And the Abbot saw 


’ 


“WMever so was stone betore: } Every devil, great and small, 
Glaring cves and open jaw, Row on row, till, there are all 
Double row of arrow teeth, | All save one, for still a place 
Monstrous tongue curled underneath. | Wiaiteth vet for Satan's tace.” 


sued overticas, 
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Very marvellous work it was. 
So Jacques worked every day, late summer, and golden autumn, and the bleak of winter. 
At dav's dawning, and at midvsav bustle, and at cvening’s quiet close ever came the click, 
click, of bis bammer. Wea, and often on the wooden steeple of a nigbt sbone the beam of 
bis lantern, and over the silent market=place came tbe click, click, click, as be fasbioned 
new beads strange and wonderful. 

Autumn faded into winter, and vet the work went on. And the Abbot said, “Of a 
very trutb be is a marvellous craftsman; scarce over balf a year and Christmas. come= 
ing nigb and be bas been working there. And before Christmas is long past will all be 
finisbed.” 

Hnd the bammer went on click, click, ctick. 


















Then came in God's Christmas Day | Merry day witb jow and aame 
Wiben the folk go all to pray 3s the day when Jesus came— 
Hnd “Blessed Season” to thee sav; 3esus, baby meek and low, 
And at nigbt make feast and song, 3nto this our land of woe. 
Laugb and jest the eve along. t 






So all the folk came to tbe cburcb, and afterward went to their bomes, eacb one to 
make merry. And sbort afternoon faded into eve and evening to twiligbt. But still sounded 
the click, click, click of Jacques’ bammer bigb up on tbe steeple. 

Find the old cronies by the fireside sbook their beads and said, “Good will not come 
of it, for it is sin to work on a Cbristn.as Day, and more sin on Christmas nigbt, when 
the gbosts walk tbrougb tbe countryeside and make it their own for a brief while.’ 

But Jacques, bigh up on bis steeple, ligbted bis lantern and plicd bis chisel, click, click, 
click; and it was Satan bimself’s bead be was making. Far below tbe little lights in ns 
the cottages came out, and tbe faint sound of voices rose up to bim. And anon tbe ligbts b> OP 
faded, and there were only tbe stars and the sky and silence and the lantern ligbt. And =) 
be laugbed aloud, “Zo! 3 never made anytbing so bidcous. Well fit is it for Prince 
Satan bimself. Do! look at the lolling tongue and tbe gap teetb.”’ 

Then a voice by bis side, “3s it so, indecd?” And it was one even so, witb lolling 
tongue and gap teetb and fire—3 cannot tell bow dreadful. 








































And the dreadful one said, “A very fair image, in truth; a very fair jest &/ 
Get thee down | From tbe steeple tumbling go aA 
Hnd break thy crown. | Fall upon the ground below! rd | e 
UWbo dotb Satan's image make ‘ Down, down, and break thy crown y = 
Perisbes for Satan's sake. On tbe ground below!’ EA 
Hnd be gave bim a pusb as it were of a team of oren. And Jacques said, “Out, alas! a ) 
bere ends it.” And lo! as be tripped there came into bis mind thougbt of tbe little wife 2 
round as a cherry, and be tbhougbt, “Lo! all these montbs bave 3 never given mind to ber, © 


and what sball sbe d0 now?” 
And cven as be thougbt it there came a gentle band upon bis neck, and be stood up 
again on tbe steeple safe and sound. And be crossed bimself and said, “ Mary Mother, keep 


me from tbe devil.”’ For lo! before bim it was Adctber ADary berself, even she that bad saved / 
bim. And be said, “Blessed one, was it thou?” Sbe said, “Lven J; for badst thou not 4 
thougbt tbat one tbougbt of my little one, tby wife round as a cherry, there badst thou Aa 


been on the ground below. For man’s life was not made to be lived in loneliness, nor man’s 
bands tasbioncd to make ugliness. Go thou to ber that waits tbee and necds thee, cven as 
docs every Woman when ber Christmas cometb.”’ 

And lo! by the moonlight be looked on tbe image tbat be bad been making, but it was 
not Satan at all. Wut tbe little round face of a motber, sweet and pale in the moonligbt, 
and full of longing, even as Abotber Mary berself. And in tbe tmage’s arms was a baby, lying 
witbout strengtb, just come into tbe world. 

And be went to bis wife. 

Hnd the image is called AParic of Artcans even now, and tbe story is true and even 
$0, for 3 beard it mvself. 















Motber Mare up on biab, { Rnowest well our bearts, 3 trow. 
Standing white against tbe skp, Motber Marv, standing bigb 
Holding little Jesu, blest On the cburcb-top nert the skp, 
Baby child, against tbv breast. Bid one praver to beaven go 





We be sinful men, but tbou For me as F pass below, 
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CHRISTMAS PICTURES 
IN THE FIRE. 


When Christmas gloaming 
Gathers, children of earth 
Draw to the hearth, 

Let fancy roaming 
Play the old game, 
Pictures in flame. 


Here, a shepherd's cot 
With casement lighted 
Bids the benighted 

Traveller bless his lot, 
Serves him for guide 
To his ingle-side. 


And see the shepherd there 
With lantern go 
Over the snow 

Folding his flock, his care. 
Ah! he has vanished away. 
Fire fancies never stay. 


Follows another 
Image of Christmas lore: 
Shepherds, star-led, adore 
Christ-child and Mother, 
And in the heart of fire 
Shines the Celestial Choir. 
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FROM COACH TO CAR~BUT CHRISTMAS 
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Has the legend any truth 

For the sceptic ear of youth? 


Do our children, worldly wise. 
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Steal the charm from Christmas cheer ? 


Look on Yule with doubtful eyes, 


Borrowed plumes from Dickens’ story ? 








Motorists, whose rapid hobby 


xin swung as high as Haman, 
Now the Law has turned highwayman 


Household hearths, at Yule’s returning, 
Find, of sorts, the Yule-log burning, 
Be it but the gas-lit grate or 

Soft electric radiator 

Which the man who sells us firing 
Carted home, not we, perspiring, 

As did grand-dad, when in salad 


Days he practised Herrick’s ballad. 
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CHEER REMAINS UNCHANGED. 
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Then, replete with rich plum-duff, With the maddest, merriest feast S cae = ~ 
ie Up they got for blind-man’s buff, Marked with Rubric by the priest. a 
3: bby Still, one loves to think, the rule May Jack Frost, too, stand in waiting 
basa ee | When the children keep their Yule. With a Christmas gift of skating. 
berainias Christmas, in my fond belief, 
? Is the children’s day-in-chief ; Though the noisy family rout 
a Sores ery But for them and all they make it, Has to some extent ‘‘ gone out,” 
ny Heenerrat Ancient honour might forsake it. Christmas dinner holds its own 
ce In a more fastidious tone. 
” Children of a larger size, Two by two we toast the Day, 
a : Be it noted, don’t despise Four by four sit down to play; 
ya Those ordained, essential things Cooler, neater, less gregarious 
sip ta Which the annual orgy brings. We ‘ve become, and less hilarious. 
a ; \ Where ’s the man too old to know 
How to use the mistletoe ? In its essence, Christmas knows 
ed Though one must not kiss and tell, Little change, though outward shows 
Lge Girls, it’s rumoured, know as well. Alter. For the worse or better ? 
" ts 0 : Who ‘ll determine to the letter ? 
- a Pledge we then the ancient laws: But you'll note one steadfast thing 
Holly berries, Santa Claus, Whereupon no change you'll ring ; 
Snow, if thoughtful Clerks of Weather Yet you can’t avoid, you'll say, 
ve Choose to make it fall together Finding change on Boxing Day. 
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“CINDERELLA.” 


DRAWN BY OEL FLOWER. 
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THE BABES IN THE WOOD.” 


DRAWN BY NOEL FLOWER. 
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* La royne Blanche comme ung lys, 


Qu: chantoit & voix de seraine, 
Berthe au grand pied, Beatrix, 
Allys, 
Haremburges, qui tint le Mayne, 
Et Jehanne, la bonne Lorraine, 
Qu'Anglois bruslerent 4 Rouen: 
Ou sont-ilz. Vierge souveraine ?... 
Mais ou sont les neiges d‘antan!"’ 
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the: true story might be called ‘‘ Solitude,’’ or a dozen 
other things But have decided to call it ‘‘ The 
Grove,’ because of Williams. 

There is a sort of legend that all the factors of the Hudson 
Bay Company are Scotchmen. But Williams was a red-headed 
Welshman, and fond of musi 

There is not much music at Fort Delusion. The birds 


sa harp for many winds 


Indians of those parts are a dumb race; of the few white 
fewer vet had music in their souls; only old Father 
knew some of the songs they used to sing about the 

in his youth: and it was the songs of his own youth the 
wanted The trouble of it was that he couldn't get the 
out of himself, either by voice or fingers It just stayed 


and simmered. 
An old rhyme has 


sweeping 


been cu 


dow n 


rrent for 


from t 


centuries 


ing, and in winter the scrub spruce fringing the 
he Pole 


barrens 


rhe 


men, 


Outardes 


Restigouche 


factor 


musl¢ 


inside 


reflecting 


on the rectitude of the nation to which Williams belonged 
Williams was religiously honest in his dealings with all, from 
his masters in London to the last least half - breed boy who 
brought him poached beaver-skins for sale But men who 
lead the life Williams did 

are better without any 

kind of hunger in their 

insides And Williams fell 

Pi 


The Reverend Thom is 


Avlwin was the cause of 
] 


Aylwin was a nice 


voung fellow, with as ro 
bust a sense of humour 
and as dangerous a wait 
ing left as you’d find in 


inhabit 
hundred 


the North. The 
ants of his few 


miles of parish thought it 


1 mere accident of fate 
th he was a missionary; 
found th-m 


until thev 


attending 


selves meekly 
S services He was a 
friend of Williams, and 


Saw him often sometimes 
twice a 


knew nothing 


fh as 


year. 
he longing for musi¢ 
it preyed on the factor’s 
The living danger 
solitudes is that 
dumb 


y] those 
ike a 


man 
\fter a few vears of it, 





Id find difficulty in 
telling his own brother that 
re 1 the OO iche it 
VOuId appear intrusive 

Winter comes early to 
Fort Delusion Che bird 
go, and the sun goes, and 
all men who are fortunate 
follow these things rhe 
factor remained and the 
Reverend Thomas who 


had been on furlough for 


three months, returned to 


Fort 
the 


Delusicn 
buildings 
snowshoes, 


were 


looked 


who 


no bigger than a 
black 


left 


the 


and 
Fort 


black 


some 








huddle of match-boxes in the midst of it; 


t 


six 
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arwick Rseynolds 


share the dark months with his flock. The last hundred miles 


journey he made by dog-team. He had 
driver ran alongside singing hymns and snaking a 


of his two sleds, and an 
Innuit long 


whip round the well-fed brutes who drew them He pulled 
into Fort Delusion in style. And that night, beside the red-hot 
stove, he showed the factor the gifts he was taking to his 


converts. 


Williams, 
them in 


Feed my _ sheep,’’”’ said 


‘ but 


command, 
friend, 


There's a 
twinkling at his voung you 'll be giving 


c-gestion, Thomas 


and 


! molasses 


pop 


I've never plumbed their capacity for 
corn replied the missionary. “‘ But there are other things as 
well.”’ He displaved knives and dolls to the factor’s dazzled eyes, 


something,’ he 


sewing -neeC'es and = saucepans. “And here’s 
finished, tapping a large tin case, “‘ which will be food for their 
higher mental natures—if they have any.” 

‘What is it asked Williams curiously. 

Flushed with zero and triumph, Aylwin explained. 

This was the factor’s undoing. 

lor the rest of the evening he scarcely took his eves off the 


Long after the missionary was asleep, Williams sat and 


tin box 
and 


smoked by the stove ; 


his eyes, under the red 
dish brows, gleamed with 
a light that grew more 
reckless and avaricious es 
the hours advanced. He 
wrestled with longing as 
men of old wrestled with 
the adversary. 

Aylwin went on in the 
morning, and the tin box 


went too Williams helped 


to re-pack the sled He 
could scarcely bear to let 
the box out of his hands 
But he would have died 
sooner than tell Aylwin 
that he wanted it. 


Night came early to 
Fort Delusion, a_ night 
such as only the men of 
the North know: a great 


height of black calm, hung 


with stars like lamps, lit 
with the unearthly glow 
and flicker of ceaseless 


Fort Delusion 


bigger 


auroras 

looked no than a 
huddle of 
the midst ot it 
black ; 


legions. of 


match-boxes in 
the build 
blac k 

the 


were 
the 
starveling spruce marching 
to the tundra ; and 
black the figure and shadow 


Ings 


were 


frozen 


of a man on_ snowshoes, 
who left the Fort some six 
hours behinu the mission 


ary and travelled rapidly 
westward on the trail of 
the sleds 

That man was the fac 


tor; and he was bent on a 


black deed 


he figure and shadow of a man on 


hours behind the missionary. 
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As he travelled, now and then he groaned. He talked to 
himself, as is the custom of men who live much alone. No one 


who had heard him would have been much the wiser. ‘‘ Yn 
Mhalas Llwyn On gynt, fe drigai pendefig,’’ muttered Williams ; 
“if he had not said it was that, I would not have done it. And 


as yet it iss not done. But it will be. 

Again, he said, ‘‘ You will nefer be able to look Thomas in 
his face again.’’ But the thought had no power to turn him. 
You could no more have turned Williams now than you could 
have turned Un-na, the old hunter, from a full bottle. 

The trail ran crisp in the snow, and the going was good. 
However good, Williams could hardly overhaul a strong dog- 
team headed for home and knowing it. Ahead of him lay a 
long tongue of the moss-country, not yet hard-set enough for 
the passage of heavy sleds. Aylwin would have to go round 
this moss; Williams intended to cross it and intercept Aylwin 
on the other side. 

He swept on unfaltering in the great stillness of the barrens. 


in the wild colours of the aurora. Where the wind had blown, 
the moss showed its own hues through the snow—from livid grey 
to magenta. When he had advanced a couple of hundred yards 
into the open, something made Williams look back as though 
his head had been pulled by a string. 

Five shadows, visible only because they moved against the 
tree-stems, drifted out of the wood behind him. 

Williams swung to the trail hastily. He said, ‘It is absurd 
at this time of year. And, anyway, I shall see no more of them. 
It is the sleds they were following for offal. They were foxes. 
31g foxes,’’ finished the factor defiantly. 

He proceeded with caution over the irregular surface of the 
moss. Here and there in the lower swales the ground sprang 
beneath him. He slipped once and wrenched a snowshoe. 
Pausing to adjust it, again he looked back. 

Three long waves.of land rose behind him. On the farthest 
of these he saw a shadow appear; another and another ; they 
were great, high-shouldered shadows; they had an air of being 

















Five shadows, visible only because they moved against the tree-stems, drifted out of the wood behind him. 


His snowshoes sang a whispering song. His fancy added notes to it. 





sang the _ factor’s’ right 





snow-shoe ; 











and his left answered, 





x —-- : ee 
J 

He muttered strange words. “ A’r lances yn marw in welw a 
gwan,”’ groaned the factor. ‘I will never hold up my head again. 
But it doess not matter. Llwyn On, and perhaps Eos Lais and 
Per Alaw Neu Sweet Richard. ee 

He had reached the edge of the moss-country and was 
descending to it when he learned that he was not the only 
traveller abroad that night and following on the track of 
Aylwin’s sleds. 

’ The trail here led him through a belt of denser spruce and 
bull-pine than he had yet crossed. And at first he did not 
believe the record of his own senses. It had been a bad year for 
rabbits, a bad season for deer, who had early changed their 
feeding grounds; he knew famine hunted in the woods co the 
south. But that these, the hunters of the hunters, should run on 
the trail of Man so soon—that was all but incredible. Williams 
told himself he had been deceived by a shadow, a shimmer of 
the snow. He put the possibility from his mind. His eyes re- 
newed their dreaming gaze on the distance, his lips their mouth- 
ing of incorrigible consonants. 

He swept out from the edge of the trees. Here he would 
quit the trail of the sleds ; before him lay the barrens, undulating 


there by accident. But the factor slipped his gun from its sling 
and carried it along his arm. He also groaned loudly. His mind 
was shaken by a profound sense of unrepentant guilt. And _ his 
nerve was not so good as usual. He was an ardent chapel-goer 
when in reach of Bethel; and now, as he went on, he repeated 
to himself, ‘‘ This iss judgment on you for your sins.” 

He wished the judgment could have taken some other form 
than timber wolves. 

He gathered the forces of his steel-and-leather body, and laid 
the miles behind him. When he stopped and looked back, he-saw 
nothing. The barrens seemed perfectly empty. But all the time 
he was aware of that noiseless, lounging, inexorable pursuit ; of 
unseen eyes that watched him. 

“There are others besides them seeing you, Ieuan Williams,”’ 
said the factor gloomily, and groaned as they groan in Bethel. 
But he went on all the same. He was more stubborn after 
wrong than he had ever been over righteousness. 

He passed the moss in three hours and reached a country 
scantily tree-grown. Here he cast back once more to pick up the 
trail of the sleds, running due west. He was some time in doing 
so. The imminence of that dark deed on which he was bent 
had made all thought of his slinking ghostly pursuers recede 


from his mind. He found the trail again and followed it some 


miles. 
At last, in a hollow ahead, he saw a little star of firelight, 
and knew it for Aylwin’s first camp. 


Got pe merciful to me a sinner,’’ groaned the factor; and 
advanced with caution. [Continned on poge 3 
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Aylwin and the driver slept in their sleeping-bags with the 
two sleds between them. Not a husky was to be seen; they were 
all scratched deep into the snow on the side of the hollow. 
Williams’ eyes picked out the sled he wanted; it had a runner 
mended with hoop-iron that glinted a little in the starlight. 
He drew his blanket-hood forward so that it concealed his 
face. With his gun ready, and the light flickering on the 
well-kept barrel, he crept forward noiselessly. He looked a 
sufficiently desperate figure as he stooped over the sled he 
sought. 

He loosened the sled-cover with the deftness and silence of 
a well-trained pickpocket He knew just where the box was 
He had put it there himself He had his hands on it, when a 
faint sound made him stare at the far sleeping-bag in frozen 
horror. 

He saw a frightened black eve regarding him 

The factor’s heart stood still He gave a suppressed sort 
of squeak and jumped away, the box in his arms As 
he did so, a hand shot out of Aylwin’s. sleeping- bag and 


gripped him by the 


“T had forgotten,’’ he panted, ‘that it iss not easy to scare 
Thom ss.”’ 

Williams was making wonderful time, picking out all the 
deepest snow But the dogged missionary would not be shaken 
ott Whenever Williams looked back, he was there; the dis 
tance between them appeared neither to increase not decrease 
Aylwin seemed by instinct to find the. rockiest places, where 
there was scarcely any snow. He carried nothing And the 
factor was feeling the weight of the box; but he never even 
thought of letting it go. 

In this manner the chase endured for some four miles. When 
a thinning of the scattered scraggy trees announced the nearness 


of the caribou-moss, the factor was half-dead 


He put on a spurt and rushed out into the open The 
undulations of the moss spread desolate before him Here he 
would be safe In a little while he would lose sight of 


Thomas, and put down the box and rest his trembling limbs. 
Half-a-mile, and he looked back. 
The Reverend Thomas was still ccming after him, though 


much farther behind— 
indomitable in his just 





ankle. 

Williams fell, — still 
gripping the box ; silent, 
and kicking madly 
Aylwin’s hand did 
not relax. He hauled 
Williams kicked. His 
snow - shoe, working 
loose, flapped in Ayl 
win’s face. The hand 
relaxed an instant. 
Williams broke free, 
leapt to his feet, 
thrust his toes hom=2 
in the thongs, and fled 
like a hare. He had 
not once loosened his 
hold on the box. 

Aylwin, using un- 
ecclesiastical expres- 





sions, was getting out 
of his bag. ‘‘ You dirty 
thief!” he yelled 
“T’ll teach you to 
rob honest men _ on 
the highway!’ There 
was no highway for 
scm2 three hundred 
miles. But the mis 
sionary was annoyed 
He got free of the bag 
at last, and ran after 
Williams 

' Got “pless me," 
moaned the factor as 
he fled, ‘‘I had noi 
counted on thiss !’ 

His suprem:. fear 
was that the Reverend 
Thcmis should catch 
him and recognise him 
H:s one chance against 
those powerful  par- 
sonical legs lay in 
the fact that Aylwin 
had no_- snow - shoes 
on. The snow on 
the rocks was_ only 
about eight inches 
deep, and Aylwin was 








indignation, struggling 


in the swales. 


The factor used 
strange words He 
cried despairingly, 


‘‘ Tevil take him, wiil 
he follo.y me ali the 
way to the _ Fort? 
He turned and rushed 
on, clutching the box. 

He looked back after 
another mile. Thomas 
was not to be seen. 

“He hass fallen 
into a sott place,”’ 
said the factor, with 
criminal satisfaction, 
hugging the box, “ and 
that will cool him, in 
deed 

In a quarter of a 
mile he looked back 
again No sign of the 
Reverend Themas. The 


factor said, “I hope 
he hass not hurt him 
self.” 


He went on a little 
longer. Then he re 
m<mbered scmething. 

‘“ It is impossible,”’ 
argued Williams; ‘‘ they 
would not do it at this 
{'m2 of year.”’ 

He continued on his 
way, but slowly and 
more slowly. Then, 
abruptly, he spun round 
and went back on his 
own | trail. He had 
just remembered some 
thing else Chomas 
had no gun. 

In twenty minutes 
the factor, topping a 
low rise against the 
stars, dropped his box 
with a grunt, and _ fled 


towards his outraged 





friend at a speed that 





bounding through it - 


like a deer. The fac- He waited his time, dropped tae box, swung ahout, and fired from the hip. 


tor ran madly for the 
moss, where Aylwin, if he tried to follow would sink to the 
knee. 

Clutching the box, he glanced _ back. Far behind them 
lay the camp; the driver had ccm? out of his bag and 
stood staring after them, backed by a_half-circle of husk- 


ies, who had also ccm2 out, hoping for trouble. Over 
all arched a crimson aurora. In its light Aylwin looked 
about ten feet high as he leapt the drifts in the factor’s 
wake He even appeared to be gaining. The « factor 


sobbed 

I must scare Thomas,” he said. 

He waited his time, dropped the box, swung about, and 
fired frcm the _ hip The bullet, instead of flicking the 
snow in front of Thcmas, zipped angrily past his _ foot. 
He jumped up with a_ yell and shook his fist at Wil- 


\iams “You coward!” he roared. By this time he _ had 
iorgotten that he was a _ missionary ‘Do you think to 
stop m2 by that? I'll follow you now till doomsday, and 
when I’ve finished with you your own brother won’t know 
you ! 

He ran on. The factor also caught up the box and ran. 


made his prev 10us ettorts 
look like walking 


The Reverend Thcmis, knee-deep in moss and snow, was 


standing watchfully, backed against a little thicket of willow 
bushes. As he came into Williams’ vision his’ foot shot 
out, and Williams heard a snarling yelp, as if a dog had 
been kicked. At first it seemed as if the man_had_ struck 
at air; then the factor’s eyes perceived a ceaseless motion in 


the glimmer, where three gaunt wolves circled just without 
the missionary’s reach noiseless as shadows as shadows all 


but invisible. 


At twenty yards the factor dropped to his knee The 
trembling was all gone out of him He was steady as iron as 
he levelled the gun. Even as he did so, again the wolf sprang 


half heartedly at Aylwin, and dropped back 

This time the factor’s bullet went where it was meant to 
go. The report sounded small as the crack of a twig in 
that tremendous stillness. A wolf yelped, snarled, and_ fled, 
biting at its own flank. The others simply disappeared : they 
were, and were not. Very slowly Williams went towards 
Aylwin. 

When he was within six feet of him, Aylwin spoke 


< 


It’s a good thing you came,” he said In a few minutes 
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they ’d have been bolder. . . . And I haven’t even a_ knite 
with me.” 

The factor said nothing. The hood hid his face. He stood, 
a dumb, unrecognisable shadow. 

““What,’’ asked the indomitable Aylwin, ‘‘ have you done 
with the box you stole off my sled ? ’”’ : 

Williams did not answer. 

‘See here ” began Aylwin, with kindly authority, and 
reached a hand to the factor’s shoulder. : 

As that hand touched him, terror once more. galvanised 
Williams. He jumpel back with a timid grunt. By instinct 
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The wolf sprang half-hearted!y at Aylwin. 


his hands seemed to slide down the barrel of his rifle. Swing- 
ing it like a club, he swept the missionary’s legs from under 
him, dropped the gun beside him in the snow, and fled once 


more. 

The Reverend Thomas grabbed the gun and was up almost 
as quick as he was down. But not so quick as the factor 
streaking away on his snowshoes into the vast mystery of 
the night Aylwin watched him, confounded, as he raced up 
the slope, caught up the box, and vanished. Twice Aylwin 
raised the gun. Twice he lowered it. ‘‘ He must be mad,” 
said Avlwin. ‘“ That’s it. The poor fellow’s mad, or he 
wouldn’t have thrown the gun at me. He’s not safe with- 
out it. There may be more of the brutes about.’’ Here the 


Reverend Thomas remembered that he was a _ missionary. 
“His safety,’’ he declared with energy, ‘“‘ must be a_ sacred 
charge to me.”’ 

Again he set off after the factor as hard as he could 


go. 

Williams knew nothing of it as he raced for home. Mile 
after mile he laid behind him to the singing of his snow 
shoes Emotion, fatigue, and the thrill of successful crime 
wrapped his senses in a haze. Now and then he reeled as 
if drunk, murmuring strange words. He never left go of the 
box. The hours passed over his head unheeded as the miles 
beneath his feet. He was borne on the wings of melodies 


sweeter than he would ever hear, since they were songs of 
the heart. 

He made the Fort long before dawn, though not before 
the first stir of life. The little chimneys smoked valiantly 
against the cold, low stars as Williams, clutching the box, 
staggered at last into his own house and his own room, and 
collapsed into a chair. He was grey with weariness, but his 
eyes shone. He took off his snowshoes and his mitts. With 
out even removing his coat, he set the box on the table and 
opened it. 

His hands were trcmb ing as he lifted out a small gramo 


with eagerness; and at last found what he desired He read 
the title on the envelope 

“The <Ash_ Grove. An Ancient Welsh Air. Harp and 
MOGs iss tle With reverent hands he removed the paper 
and adjusted it on the machine. He wound the _ handle. 
There was a hum, a_ sharp click, a few faint twanging 
notes. 

Williams sank back in the chair. There were tears on his 
weather-beaten cheeks. The air stole out into the frosty 
twilight of that desolate room with something of a fairy effect ; 
a ringing of silvery strings; a call of simple voices far away 
O, far away as youth. 


‘‘ The ash-grove, how graceful, how plainly ’tis speaking, 
The wind through it playing has language for me; 
Whenever the light through its branches is breaking 
A host of kind faces is gazing on me 
The friends of my childhood again are before me: 
Each step wakes a mem’ry as freely I roam. 
With soft whispers laden, its leaves rustle o’er me. 
The ash-grove, the ash-grove alone is my home.” 


“My home,” said Williams, ‘““my home .. .” and bowed 
his head. : 

Again and again he worked the charm. Again and again 
the fairy voice, the ringing of the distant strings, crept to him 
from his past. He did not heed when it was full day. He 
did not know when shy hands opened his door, or when that 
doorway filled with wondering dumb faces, dark faces staring 
on the factor and the magic he worked. 

It held him hour after hour. He did not know when Aylwin, 
dead-beat and bewildered, reached the Fort; or when _ his 
friend’s face was added to those in the doorway, gazing into 
the room. 

Aylwin watched a moment, and then went away quietly. 
It was the time to refrain, even from good words. He knew 
he had just looked on a man’s soul. And he had not yet 
been long enough at the Apostle’s trade to be hardened to 
the sight 


Williams has a fine gramophone of his own now, and the 
very mixed inhabitants of Fort Delusion are developing a 

















He did not know when shy hands opened his door, or when that 
doorway filled with wondering dumb faces. 


nice taste in Welsh music, and can _ distinguish between 
‘““Mae croesawiad gwraig y ty,’ and ‘“ Morva’ Rhuddlan.”’ 
He and Aylwin are great friends. But they never speak 
of the night when the factor stole the missionary’s gramo- 


Silence, after all, is sometimes the best music. THE END 


phone. 
He screwed in the horn. There were records packed along phone. 
the sides of the box. Among these the factor sought, shivering 
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Saint Foan the Maid.— Painted by Ray Wiclsen. 





HOW JOAN THE MAID OF LORRAINE SAW VISIONS AND WAS CALLED UPON TO DELIVER FRANCE. 


“In those days the Lord stirred up the spirit of a certain marvellous Maiden, tending sheep ; daily, too, did she handle the distaff; man’s love she knew not ; 
born on the borders of France, in the duchy of Lorraine, and the see of Toul, no sin, as it is said) was found in her; to her innocence the neighbours bore 


’ 


towards the Imperial territorics. This Maiden her father and mother employed in witness. . . .’’—Anprew Lano’s “THe Monk oF Fire.” 
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Saint Foan the Maid.— Painted by Ray Wielsen. 
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HOW JOAN THE MAID SUFFERED MARTYRDOM AT THE STAKE IN THE MARKET.PLACE OF ROUEN. 
But it was Wherefore I stood afar off 
their will that she should be made perfect through suffering, and being set free 
through the gate of fire, 


“J ever hoped for some miracle, even as her Saints had promised. 


at the end, seeing nothing of what befell; yet 
I clearly heard, as did all men there, the last 
the cry of ‘ Jhesus!’’’—Anr 


word of her sweet voice, and 
should win her victory over unfaith and mortal fear. 


REW LAnG’s ** THe Monx F Fire.” 
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Though ever changing in its incidentals, Christmas has always been essentially the same—a season of feasting, fun and frolic. From the day | of the Scand 


above all others for making merry. Different ages have had their different customs and costumes, and their different sports an(’ games, but e' 


DRAWN BP ERNEST H. SHI 
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From the day | of the Scandinavian Yule log to those of the modern Santa Claus and the tree hung with toys for the children, Christmas has been the time 


erent sports an( > games, but ever since its foundation the spirit of Christmas has remained unaltered. As it was a thousand years ago, So it is to-day. 


DRAWN BF ERNEST H. SHEPARD 
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% guineas. But perhaps 





¥ dere who have 


the privilege of 


knowing that 
eminent member of 
the Bench, Mr. Justice 
McGottin, must be 
iware of tha crith 


1 closely reasoning 


iculty which he 





brought to bear on 
everything connected 
with his 


protession, 


ind of that curiously 





J- SACKVILLE 
MAR FIN 


you would prefer some 
thing larger ?’”’ 

**Not at all ! ” said 
Mr. McGoffin “Not 
at. ail! That one 
makes quite a noise.’’ 

‘A beautiful in 
strument,’’ remarked 
the damsel with great 
self possession oN 


ornament to any home. 





Where shall we send 
it Or” 





innocent, not to Say 














naive, habit of und 

with which he met all 

matters unconnected with the study of the law. 
This innocence led him at times into curious 

trains of cil ~ es and into remarkable 

idventures. It is one of these adventures which 


It happened on a certain occasion that, as he 


was drifting through the West End in something 
of a brown study, he paused before the window 
of a shop which showed for sale those “‘ talking ” 
machines which rejoice for reasons unknown 

in the name Tesiphone Their open trumpets, 
pointing in his direction like the mouths of some 
impish chorus, attracted his attention Behind 
these hunibler instruments stood others, rather 
more opule with ti ‘ts, but resplendent 





upon polished mahogany stands. Now, the Judge 
had often thought that, of all man’s many 
machine was the most 


inventions, the talking 


startling and wonderful. That a simple box 
filled with clockwork could reproduce the sounds 
could become at will great 
artist or music-hall artist—could, as it 
were, transport Covent Garden or the Palladium to 


~ the human voice 
operatic 
your back drawing-rooni—was a phenomenon that 
set him wondering how far the ultimate limita- 
tions of humanity could be pushed back. He 
paused, therefore, before the window and browsed 


1e scene before him There is 





in though 
no knowing how long he might have stood, had 
‘t not been for the fact that, raising his eyes a 
iittie, he became conscious that he himself was 
not unobserved A damsel of slender build, clad 
in a neatly fitting black dress which set off her 


ILLUSTRATED BY WILL OWEN. 


rather pale face and her glorious crown of golden 
hair, wi 


s standing in the back of the window 
behind the instruments and was looking at him 
with, perhaps, the faintest ghost of a smile. 
Mr. McGoffin was of a refined and_ sensitive 
nature. It was not in him to encounter the 
regard of one of the opposite sex without due 
acknowledgment. He therefore raised his hat. 
The damsel! smiled and nodded, with what seemed 
a hint of invitation to him to step inside. He 
did so. He had not the least idea of what she 
required him for; but he told himself that that 
would no doubt be made clear to him when she 
had spoken to him. 

The young lady approached him briskly. 

“You wish to buy a Tesiphone ?’’ she asked, 
in low, sweet tones. “Certainly, Sir. About 
what price did you require one ? 

Mr. McGoffin hesitated. 

I do not know that I actually wished to 
buy one,”’ he said slowly. ‘‘ I was rather specu 
lating upon the wonderful ingenuity of man, who 
by the exercise of his skill is thus able to repro 
duce the sounds of the human voice.’’ 

The young lady smiled a little dubiously. 

I’m afraid you can’t realise that properly 
until you possess an instrument of your own,” 
she said, still sweetly. ‘‘ For example ae 
She touched the spring of a mahogany box at 
her elbow, which at once bellowed forth a rollick- 
The Judge 
“The price of that 


ing sea song in a deep bass voice. 
retreated a step in alarm. 


one,’ continued the young lady, “‘ is twenty-five 


“Well, really ! 
began the Judge. 

It can be delivered anywhere within the 
four-mile radius this evening, went on. the 
damsel, quietly. ‘‘ And no doubt you would like 
a few records ?”’ 

Well, ves,”’ 
hesitatingly. 


replied Mr. McGoffin, somewhat 
‘“Ves, I should certainly like a few 


records—that is, if I bought the—er—instrument 


‘A few records,’ answered the damsel in a 
business-like voice. ‘Shall we say three dozen 
Perhaps you would like to hear some more ? 
The bass voice had by this time bellowed its way 


through the sea song, and was now in harbour 


making a kind of scratching noise Very deftly 
the young lady stopped it Three dozen 
records,’ she continued ; “and for choice 


Operatic, comic, elocutionary—or a_ selection ? 
I think,’’ said Mr. McGoffin uneasily, ‘‘ that 
I will give the matter further consideration. | 
will—er 
and—er. 
“You may call, Sir,’’ said the damsel, with a 
slight touch of hauteur, ‘‘ but I am much afraid 
that you will not see me again. 


call again in the course of a few days 
see you again.” 


I leave to-morrow 
to take up the charge of one of our most important 
branches in the North. I should therefore be 
glad to settle this matter with you now. I assure 
you that if you buy one of our Tesiphones you 
will never regret it. 
put it off. The demand is so great that this 
machine may be gone by the time you call. And 


I should advise you not t 


why should you put off until to-morrow what 
you can do to-day ? 
~ ree 2? 


” 


said the Judge, much struck by 
Continued overleaf 
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the profundity of this remark. True! 1 had 
not thought of that. It is a principle that might 
well be adopted by many people as their guide 
in life 

hen take it as yours,”’ replied the young 
lady, smiling sweetly. ‘‘If you will give me 
vour address, I will see that the machine is 
delivered this evening,’ 

Mr. Justice McGoffin gave his name 

address, handed over certain notes, and left th 


shop, somewhat astonished at his enterprise in 











having in so short a time become the possessor 
of one of these marvellous instruments He had 
just reached his home whet e recollected that 
he had not learnt tl 1e of the fair-haired 
young lady, nor even of the shop in which she 
served In fact, if it had not been for a very 
perceptible « erence weight ol S pocket 
book, he have nagil 1 the \ ol LHing 
to be drean He was sent-minded during 
dinner With the coffee, he forgot the whole 
} 


thing entirely. And it was not until an hour 
later, when a somewhat red-faced butler and two 
stout draymen bore the instrument into his study 
that he was reminded of it. 

Dismissing the bearers and the butler, hi 


remained for some time in contemplation of his 





new purchase. His first move was to unpack a 
parcel of records which accompanied it He then 
turned his attention to the machine itself. Che 


front of the cabinet was made of open bars. The 


top was occupied by something like a roulette 
“3 


there was a handle at the side which 
He did so, but produced 


wheel. 
invited him to turn it. 
no sound. Opening a drawer, two boxes filled with 
finely pointed steel needles fell out and scattered 
their contents on the carpet. Mr. McGoffin was 
forced to spend a full five minutes in gathering 
them up again. At length, however, he did so, 
gathered their use also, inserted one in its proper 
place, put a record on the machine, and was 
A high tenor voice rose upon the air, 


rewarded. 
filling the room with sweetness to an accom 
paniment of vague scratchings and whinings. It 
wailed marvellously through a love song, becom 
ing momentarily flatter, until it finished in an 
indistinguishable bass. When it ended, the record 
went round and round without further remarks 
or vocalisation, and the Judge fiddled with various 
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smail fittings until he came to the one that 
After which, for quite three minutes, 


stopped it. 
the Judge and the machine were silent 
Dear me!’’ said Mr 


Song appea’rs to have an immense range 


He put on another record—a pianoforte one 
this time—and listened atten 






























































now appeared before 


What remained of him 
Mr. McGoffin in the dock. 


badly out of tune. After which he got a little 


discouraged, and, retreating to his arm-chair, 


endeavoured to forget the whole affair. 


In this he was entirely successful, for, in truth, 
his capacity for forgetting the ordinary events of 


daily life was remarkable. The 


mained in his room unnoticed for month after 
month. After a little time he could not have 
told you how long it had been there or where he 


McGoffin at last. 


Dear m2! The young man who sang that 


tively to what appeared to be 
the ghost of a banjo, rather 


Tesiphone re- 
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had obtained it. Until, almost a year later, a 
series of events occurred which brought the 
transaction vividly to his mind. 

It was in one of the most important of our 
northern cities that these events occurred. I need 
not specify it more precisely than to say that it 
is distinguished alike by the hideousness of its 
architecture and the insane civic pride of its in- 
habitants. The Judge had arrived at this night 
mare, on circuit. And it was at the Assizes held in 
this town that one of those distressing cases of 
assault not uncommon in that locality came before 
him. It is not our purpose to go too closely into 
details. Sufficient to state that a young lady had 
been attacked by a man whilst returning from 
her work along a canal bank that led from the 
city to one of the suburbs. She had resisted her 
assailant with courage and persistence, and het 
cries had brought to her aid two bargees, who, 
with the innate chivalry of their class and calling, 
had rescued the maiden and almost kicked the 
villain to death. What remained of him had 
been handed over to the police, and now appeared 
before Mr. McGoffin in the dock—a singularly 
unassuming person of middle stature, with a hot 
blue eye, and rather long fair hair brushed en 
brosse off his forehead. The young lady gave her 
evidence with a certain hauteur and a becomingly 
modest reluctance. She did not look at the 
prisoner except when directed to do so for the 


purpose of identification. for the most part 
she kept her eye upon the Judge. And in Mr, 
McGoffin’s brain there came a vague recollection. 

Asked—if she knew the prisoner ? Answered— 


No ! Had she ever seen him before the assault 
Not to her knowledge. (Loud protests from the 
prisoner silenced by the Judge.) Had she ever 
been followed by this man before 7 No ! Or by 
any man? Oh, yes—often! Had she _ been 
frightened ? Very much so, Did she think she 
was in danger of her life? Was not certain 
whether she was in danger of her life, but knew 
she was in danger. Quite so. 

The prisoner elected to go into the witness 
box, and was allowed to make a statement. He 
was not guilty—at least of the charge which had 
been brought against him. He had always been 
a most moral man, and could produce testimonials 
from clergymen. He was a musician. Happening 


ntinued overleap. 


GET THIS 4-in-1 GIFT FOR YOUR HAIR. 


See How It Will Banish All Hair Troubles, Promote Abundant 


AKE up your mind TO-DAY to get the 
HG Free 4-in-1 Gift Package here offered 
you. Don’t wait to “ think it over,” or you 
may miss for ever a golden opportunity for 
maintaining or developing hair beauty. 

The gift of a Free ‘‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ”’ 
Outfit that is now offered you will help you 
to escape from every form of hair trouble 
quickly, or, if no such trouble exists, will 





























A Cremex Shampoo is most deliciously freshening and 
invigorating at any time. 

3. A Free Trial Bottle of ‘‘ Uzon,’’ another prepara- 
tion that has won world-favour and world-praise from 
all sorts and conditions of people for giving the final 
touch of radiant beauty to the Hair. It is particularly 
beneficial to scalps inclined to be dry. 


4. Last, but not least, the ‘‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ’’ 
Manual, containing full in- 
structions for carrying out 
Hair-Drill in the most suc- 

















enable you to add immensely to the beauty cessful and resultful way. 
and luxuriance of your hair. 
DON’T BE CONTENT WITH FF REE 
IMPOVERISHED HAIR. | 
= | 
Thousands who were formerly worried a | 
abe condition of their hair ‘ ! | 
have ed and delighted at the | 
‘al a | 
v wers of ‘‘ Harlene Hair . y | 
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1. A Free Trial Bottle of ‘‘ Harlene-for- Be AE 


the-Hair,’’ now universally recognised as 
the greatest of all hair tonics, and as used 
by Royalty, the nobility, the aristocracy, 
social leaders, public people, and millions 
of men and women in every grade of 
society. Harlene feeds and nourishes the 
hair as nothing else does, and so it naturally 
becomes stronger, healthier, and alto- 
gether more beautiful. 

2. A Free Trial Cremex Shampoo 
Powder, which cleanses the scalp and hair 
and soon frees it from all scurf and dust. 


SPECIAL NOTICE TO 
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HOW “HARLENE HAIR - DRILL” 
HELPS THE HAIR. 


Not a single moment should be lost by any man or 
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not yet seen how 











woman 
Drill W literal transformation”’ in the hair in 
writll for one of these hair-beautifying ‘‘ Harlene 

Hair-Drill Outfits now so generously offered 
EVERY WOMAN wi! tric Harlene Hair-Drill 
rprised and delighted at the speedy improvement 
the richne the luxuriance, the strength, and the 
radiance of her hau They are amazed, too, at the com 
Harlene Hair-Drill revives 
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Growth and Beautify Your Hair. 


The hair “ glows ’”’ with its richness of colour It 
becomes “living ’”’ hair, not hair that is dull, lifeless 
and half-dead. 

EVERY MAN who once begins to practise “‘ Harlene 
Hair-Drill ’”’ soon sees a similar improvement in a mort 
modest scale in his hair. Bald spots are filled up with 
strong, healthy hair. Too dry hair becomes just health 
fully moist. Oily or greasy hair is ‘‘ corrected ’’ to a 
normalstate. Men who practise ‘‘ Harlene Hair-Drill '’ 
are conspicuous among their fellows for that ‘‘ smart ”’ 

and “ well-groomed ”’ appearance 


WRITE FOR YOUR FREE OUTFIT TO-DAY. 


This wonderful ‘ Harlene Hair-Drill’’ only 
takes up about two minutes of your time—an 
addition to the time spent on your toilet 

daily that is repaid a thousand-fold  be- 
cause it velieves you from all hair troubles, 





makes your haiy grow thicker and stronger, 
trengthens the roots of vour hair, impart 
a charming, naturally healthy ‘ waviness "’ 
to women’s hairy, gives it a vadiantl, 
beautiful look which makes all the differ- 
ence, and keeps on improving it in quality 
and quantity until it reaches its highest 


Vy possible standard of health, strength and 


‘i 


beauty 

After a Free Trial you will be able to 
obtain further supplies of Harlene ”’ at 
Is. I/d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle ; 

Uzon’’ Brilliantine, 1s r}d., and 
2s. od. per bottle ; ‘‘ Cremex ”’ Shampoo 
Powders, 1s. 13d. per box of seven sham- 
poos (single packets 2d each) ; and 
‘ Astol’”’ at 3s. and 5s. per bottle from 
all Chemists and Stores, or will be sent 
direct on receipt of 6d extra for 
postage, by Edwards’ Harlene, Limited, 


btaining one of these Free 4-in-1 Gifts of Beauty, for all you have to do is BA) ae 94, and 26, Lamb's Conduit 
ith 4d. in stamps and the followiag coupon, and a Free Fourfold Seven 
Days’ Trial ‘“‘Harlene Hair-Drill ’’ Outfit will at once be dispatched to you. 


Street, London, W.C.1 


“FREE HAIR-DRILL” COUPON 


Cut out and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, Ltd., 
20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C.1. 


Il al Irs, Please send me Vour I ree 

““ Harlene’’’? Four-fold Hair-Growing Outfit as 

described. I enclose 4d. in stamps for postage 
and packing to my address 

Illustrated London New:, Christmas, 1920 


wore TO READER 
Write your / auc and address clearly on a plain piece 
paper, pin this coupon to it and post as directed above 
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to pass t window of a talking machine 
establishment in one of the principal streets, he 
had seen the young lady in the window and she 
had beckoned him in Indignant protests from 
the young lady He had gone in under the 


impression that she wished to speak to him, and 
had then and there, almost without volition on 


his part, been forced to buy a Tesiphone. He 


had taken it home with him, along with some 
assorted records, and had tried them For all 
the use the cursed thing had been, it might as 
well have been a sewing-machine He 

had followed the young lady purely out 
of a feeling of revenge He was guiity 
of attempted murder—no more ! He 
had suffered greatly from his character 
having been called in question. In view 
of the purity of his motives and the 
character of the instrument sold him, he 
did not think he was guilty of attempted 
murder, after all. He thought a verdict of 
justifiable homicide would meet the case 

Mr. Justice McGoffin questioned him 
sternly. Did he mean to imply that a 
sewing-machine was a useless instrument - 
He, the Judge, had heard that it was a 
thing much valued by ladies. 

Che prisoner was understood to answer 
that as a musical instrument a sewing- 
machine was a failure 

Mr. McGoffin thereupon asked him if 
he had actually bought a sewing-machine 
as a musical instrument. 

The prisoner replied that he had 
not bought a sewing-machine, but a 
Tesiphone. 

Mr. McGoffin inquired why he had bought a 
Tesiphone if he wished for a sewing-machine. 

Che prisoner replied, ‘* Good God !”’ 

Mr. McGoffn ordered him sternly to stand 
down, and added a caution against the use of 
bad language in that court. 

The first of the two bargees was then 
examined. His evidence was short and to the 
point. He had seen a man struggling with a 
young lady on the canal bank. It was, in his 
opinion, ‘‘a bit of a barney.’’ He had in- 
terfered ? He had He and his mate had 
‘“‘ purred ”’ (a local expression implying ‘* kicked ’’) 







FULL 





A record was placed upon it by the direction 





value to both 


“better car at a lower price” 
than the average, and the fact 
cannot be evaded or ignored. 

The reason lies in the Arrol-Johnston 
factory. This huge ultra-modern car factory — 


PARTICULARS 


the man all over Why had he done so 
He had done so because he was an English 
man; and no Englishman would have done 


anything else 


Che second bargee corroborated. He, too, 
had seen the struggle. He, too, had kicked the 
prisoner He, too, was an Englishman. 


At the request of the Court, the young lady 
was recalled. Mr. McGoffin proceeded to put 
further questions Did she sell sewing-machines 


She sold Tesiphones. Was there 


OI Tesiphones 4 





were directed to listen to it carefully. 


any possibility of mistaking her Tesiphones for 
Certainly not. Why, then, 
had the prisoner done so? She did not know. 
Was it possible to sew with them? No. Had 
she ever tried 2? She had not tried. Yet she was 
prepared to state that it was impossible ? She 
was. Had she ever sold any Tesiphones to any- 
one in that court who could speak to their merits ? 
Yes; she had sold one to his Lordship. (Sen 
sation in Court.) Mr. McGoffin gazed at her 
earnestly, and at once corroborated her statement. 
The young lady had sold him a Tesiphone, and 
he also had never been able to sew with it. 


sewing-machines ? 


definite points. 


many a year. 


FROM ARROL-JOHNSTON, 


of the Judge, and the jury 


CA 


Though, now he came to think of it, he also 
had never tried. 

In answer to further questions, the young lady 
informed the Court that the Cesiphone she had 
sold to the prisoner was in court and could be 
produced. Mr. McGoffin ordered its production 
A record was placed upon it by the direction of 
the Judge, and the jury were directed to listen 
to it carefully and to form their opinions as to 
whether its performance afforded any justi 
fication for the attack complained of. Che 
record was set going, and the machine 
burst forth. 

We need not go too deeply into the 
painful scene that followed Phe comic 
song delivered had been a_ popular 
success during the preceding winter, and 
had for its theme judicial folly, basing 
itself mainly on a= ruling given by 
Mr. MecGoffin in  a- sensational case 
some months before. Each verse as 
cribed to an imaginary Justice charac 
teristics attributable either to softening 
of the brain or to bribery. At the 
end of the second verse the public was 
dissolved in mirth, and the Bench in 
anger. At the commencement of the 
third verse the record was stopped 

The case was stopped also Mr 
McGoffin charged the jury. He informed 
them that the instrument was obviously 
not a sewing-machine—that no sewing 
machine could be half as_ offensive 
He pointed out that if the jury thought 
as he did, the prisoner had had ample 


justification for his attack. He, the 
Judge, might have acted in the same mannet 
as the prisoner under similar provocation rhe 


two Englishmen had shown in their meddle 
some interference some of the worst charac 
teristics of their race. If the jury found 
all this—as they were bound to find it—they 
would discharge the prisoner without a stain 
on his character. With confidence he left it to 
them as upright subjects of his Majesty the 
King and as respecters of the King’s Law. The 
jury concurred without leaving the Court 
The prisoner was discharged. The young lady 
was cautioned. HE I 
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So ARRROLUOHNSTON 


HE 15°9 h.p. Arrol-Johnston Car 
is now a recognised standard of 
the motor trade 


backed by the Beardmore steel industry 
economizes scientifically in a full score of 
And the buyer benefits. 

and the general public. It is a And the Arrol-Johnston is emphatically : 
the type of car that LASTS. Full of life when = 
brand-new, owing to the perfection of fitting, = 
it is built in laboratory-tested material that 
means a year-in-year-out consistent service for = 
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.t the “TWAS IN TRAFALGAR’S BAY.” 
1c was By Charles Dixon, R.1 
ich in In this picture, Mr. Charles Dixon, the well- 
ft the known seascape artist, has chosen for his sub- 
‘ ject the scene at the fatal moment when Lord 
Mr Nelson was mortally wounded by a shot fired 
lormed by a French marine from the mizzentop of the 
viously ‘* Redoubtable.”’ 
ewins The ‘ Victory’’ and the ‘‘ Redoubtable ”’ 
LIST VC : will be seen locked together. To the right is 


iought 
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the famous ‘‘ Temeraire,’’ whilst to the left 














am le & i IRR ce cass. sor ‘ . . ° oe . 
_ a is the French ship Bucentaure’’ ard the de Se 
e, the “THE TOAST IS BRITAIN.” : i ship “ Trini ” 
; od Spi é Cs 
sedis Spanish ship Trinidad. “@RANGES AND LEMONS.’ 
. By Fred Roe, R.I. The picture is strikingly vivid in imagination, 3 P . : 
Che 9 ; ; I 1 paper, : f By Sheridan Knowles, R.C.A., R.I., R.O.1. 
A delightful portrayal of an incident at a rich in colour, and full of the atmosphere o ; ; ee 
1eddle . ; : : ; battle Perhaps one of the happiest expressions of 
; Banquet at which Nelson figures, in company - F 5 ; : : 
harac ams f : = children at play in rustic surroundings. 
with Benjamin West, the great painter. 
found 
they exact replicas (in colour) of these three paintings, each mounted on best plate paper, size 33 inches by 27 inches, and entirely free from advertise- 
Stain ment matter, will be sent FREE to users of Wright’s Coal Tar Soap who send 30 outside wrappers from the Tablets of Wright’s Coal Tar Soap for 
it to 2 each picture, together with 3/- towards cost of packing and postage (inland). Foreign postage 4/-. 
ty the “1 
TI f A limited number of these pictures have been treated by a special process, giving them a finish EXACTLY resembling an actual oil-painting These may be had by special request accoutpanied by 
a 2 45 wappers from Wright's Coal Tar Soap for each picture, and 3[- for postage (inland). 
Court 


x lady Address—“ Pictures,” Wright’s Coal Tar Soap, 44-50, Southwark Street, London, S.E. 1 






































Prevents Indigestion 


Never confuse pure, light, digestible 
Hovis Bread with ordinary wholemeal 
= bread, made coarse and clammy with 





bran and husks. 


(Trade Mark) 


Saisie ann 





is made of the purest, cleanest white 





Hour with the golden germ of the 
wheat added to it. That is why 
Hovis Bread is so digestible. That 


The Queen : 


addition of the natural nitrogen and 

organic. phosphates of wheat makes 

Hovis a nourishing and valu- 
able food. 


“Moa Rac untotacat = 


YOUR BAKER 
BAKES IT. 
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THE CHILD WHO DIDN’T BELIEVE! . 
1) W M 
From Barrie’s New Fayology Y a9 from the play of Peter keep = 
We learn that sinful unbelief he aceptic child, if — h there be, a 
In fairies (witness Tinker B.) Who, caring gor how fairies meep =| 
Stirs Fairyland to rage and grief. a For Unbelief's perversity, = : 
Peaseblossom, Moth and Mustardseed, (s* “e Denies them, flouts the fairy tale = 
Cond “hastes Cabeck and the cou iN ; And flutters to a wild unrest = 
Of mortal children’s faith have need 7 rhe Little World Beyond ihe pale = 
For bare existence, whence the test yi \e Of Christendom, yet not unblest. = 
§ { 3 
Is put to children at the play: DZ \ into this dark and deadly crime lz 
“Do you in fairy folk believe? MV \\y Did Doubting Thomasina fall, 1 
For if you don’t, they Il! fade away: NY } ) But she repented, just in time, =| é 
Your faith confess, and so retrieve Ry On hearing Queen Titania call =| i 
The flickering spark of Tinker Bell, dy Her Elfin Guardian of the Peace Ik y i 
Who’s dying, dying, all but dead!” iG \\ To note the case for punishment; Af ¢ 
Their saving Creed they shout; all’s well. (4/ \ 2) For elves can pinch, and their Police (RQ | 
The tree-tops chime, and Wendy’s wed. a } Are active and intelligent. 
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A CHRISTMAS TALE. 


FE. have it on the authoritu of Kitchin’s “ History of France” that on 

Christmas Eve, 1245, King Louis 1X bade all his Court be present 
at early morning mass. At the Chapel door each man received a gift of anew 
cloak, put it on, and went in to worship. Thus Christmas came to be known 
in France as “the day of new clothes.” 
In the modernised version of the custom we regard Christmas as “the 
day of new cars,” for at this season of joviality and good cheer and gift- 
giving the motor-car is an offering that is peculiarly appropriate and acceptable. 


Motoring is an all-the-year-round pastime. It never goes out of fashion. 
Unfortunately for himself, Mr. Pickwick lived at a time when motor-cars did 
not even enter into the dreams of the most imaginative of persons ; but here the 
artist has given us a fanciful picture of that inimitable gentleman arriving at his 
favourite inn on a brand new 11.9 Bean car, and we doubt not that, had 
Mr. Pickwick lived to-day, his good taste and his keen appreciation of personal 
comfort would have induced him to pin his faith to the car which has come to 
be known as “the leader of its class.” 
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Six good things! : 


BIRD’S Custard BIRD’S “Spongie” 


Purity itself; ‘“‘the only Custard Soeasy. A child can make a delicious Swiss 
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SC can RICA 


Roll No sugar required | 


that tastes as good as it looks , 
“ec >? 

BIRD’S Blanc-Mange BIRD'S Puddena 4 . 
EB SSS ‘los er dish full . te w Nan way ol making puddings; a 
se . small packet makes a large pudding, dainty, 
of flavor, and so creamy delicious and digestible. No sugar needed ! 


BIRD’S Crystal Jelly Powder BIRD’S Egg Substitute ' 


Dissolves instantly, making jelly “ina jiffy ; Imparts the richness, flavor and appearance H 
with the flavor of the fresh fruit of new-laid eggs to cakes, buns and puddings, i 
C13 
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A RIDE IN SANTA CLAUS’S SLEIGH. 


DRAWN BY G. C. WILMSHURST. 





























I 


HERE is no dis- 
guising the fact 
that Celestia 

was a_ spoilt child 
How could it have been 
otherwise ? She was 
the only child of her 
parents, and her father 
was a millionaire. All 
the money he made, all 
the property he owned, 
everything that he did 
was inspired by the 
mere existence of 
Celestia. Her mother 
died when she was five. 
My story opens when she was nearly nine. Be- 
tween the ages of five and nearly nine Celestia 
had ransacked the pleasures of the world—her 
world—and exhausted them one by one. 

The top storey of every house possessed by 
her father was filled with toys that Celestia had 
either discarded or destroyed. The only toys she 
never destroyed were live animals. She had 
grown tired of ponies, dogs, cats, pigs, rabbits, 
rats, mice and birds, but she could never be cruel 
to them. They were all carefully tended each 
day by a staff of persons engaged for that especial 
purpose. 

At the approach of her ninth birthday—that 
is to say, some three months before the event— 
Celestia’s father began to get a little rattled. 
Celestia, of course, had a. present every day of 
her life, but on her birthday she expected a very 
special present. This birthday present, more- 
over, had to be a surprise. Celestia knew nothing 
about it until the morning of the glad day, and 
then it burst upon her in all its glory or its 
freakishness, as the case might be. 

Being rattled, Celestia’s father decided to hold 
a Cabinet Council. He summoned to his study 
his Private Secretary, his Public Secretary, his 
Steward, his Major-Domo, his Butler, and 
Celestia’s Head Governess. 

“IT want you all,” he said, “to use your 
brains for once. My daughter’s birthday is 
approaching, and, for the life of me, I can think 
of nothing to give her which she does not already 
possess. Dangerous toys, such as motor-cars, 
yachts, flying-machines, and so forth, are barred. 
So are wild animals. With those exceptions, let 
your imaginations run riot. We will meet again 
to-day week at this hour.” 

The Cabinet broke up and went away to think. 
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a Policeman 
By 
Keble Howard 


Illustrated by 


Chas:Crombie. 


For the next seven days they were to be found 
in all sorts of unexpected corners, holding their 
heads. The Major-Domo, who had ascended to 
the roof for peace and quietness, very nearly 
fell off and broke his neck in the desperate effort 

















For the next seven days they were to be found in 
all sorts of unexpected corners, holding their heads. 
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to hit upon an original 
idea 

‘“‘ Well,” said Celes- 
tia’s father, when the 
seventh day came 
round, ‘‘ you all look 
pale and harassed. | 
hope the intellectual 
strain will bear good 
fruit. I will hear the 
Steward first.”’ 
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‘“Sir,’’ said the 
Steward, ‘‘I have a 
charming idea. I 


suggest that you build 
a beautiful aviary for 
Miss Celestia, and stock 
it with birds of the most gorgeous plumage from 
every clime.’’ 

“ Rot!” replied Celestia's father. ‘‘ There 's 
no time to get them except from the ‘ Zoo,’ and 
they wouldn't sell. Besides, she’s got a whole 
lot of birds now. And birds are not very whole- 
some company for children. I will hear the 
Major-Domo. I am told he nearly broke his neck 
over this business, so he must have some ideas.” 

‘‘ Sir,” said the Major-Domo, “ it was not in 
vain that I ascended to the roof-top. I think 
Miss Celestia would be highly delighted with a 
house that stood on its head. She would enter 
at the garret window, and walk upstairs to the 
cellar.”’ 

‘“Have you quite finished ? "’ 

‘“Yes, Sir. The details would come later.’’ 

Celestia’s father turned to his Private Secre- 
tary. 
‘Immediately after the meeting,”’ he in- 
structed, ‘‘ ring up Hanwell Asylum and ask them 
to send a van with two attendants. We will now 
hear you yourself.”’ 

‘“‘ Sir,’’ said the Private Secretary, ‘‘ I have a 
quite novel idea. I suggest that you instal a 
telephone exchange, complete with switch-board 
and lines to all parts of the house. Miss Celestia 
could be the clerk-in-charge. We would all ring 
her up, and she could switch us through to the 
wrong numbers.”’ 

This notion met with applause, instantly 
suppressed. Celestia’s father pointed out that 
his child, after all, was human. He did not wish 
her to become cold, callous, and cynical before 
her time. He then heard the Butler. 

“‘Sir,’’ said the Butler, ‘‘I once escorted 
Miss Celestia through the cellars. The havoc 


she created in less than twenty minutes with the 
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UR constant endeavour is that State Express Cigarettes shall 
be increasingly worthy of the public regard and merit our 
Trade Mark, ‘Absolutely Unique in their Qualities,” which appears 
as an everlasting guarantee of the excellence of each cigarette. 


GTRTE EXPRESS 


CIGARETTES 





Are obtainable, packed in Handsome Presentation Cabinets containing 
250 Cigarettes, at the same proportionate price as the regular packings. 


VIRGINIA 


N O. § 5 LEAF. 


Sole Manufacturers: ARDATH TOBACCO CO., LTD., LONDON. 


“nar No. 444. 
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pipes of port seemed to cause her great pleasure 
How would it be to rig up a_ shooting-gallery 
with full bottles of champagne, !911 vintage, 
and get a model machine-gun as 

‘“ My good man, it is true that I am a million 
aire, but some toys are beyond even my purse 
Miss Galsworthy ? ” ; 

‘Sir.’ said the Head Governess, ‘‘I am 


about to startle vou Send for Miss Celestia and 
ask her to name her own present.”’ 
* Excellent!" cried the millionaire. ‘ We 


can no longer surprise her, but there is every 
possibility that she may surprise us. Let her 
be fetched.’ 

Celestia, very demure in a little white frock, 
walked gravely up the library and took her 
seat in a splendid carved chair at the head of 
the table The staff, who had risen as she en 
tered, bowed low and resumed their seats 


have given themselves headaches for nothing 
nothing, that is to say, beyond their exorbitant 
salaries. I have therefore decided, on the advice of 
Miss Galsworthy, to ask you to name your wish.” 

‘* | should like * said Celestia: 

They all leaned forward A pin crashed to 
the floor 

‘I should like " The Butler swooned 
from sheer suspense 

‘1 should lke—a Policeman.”’ 

“Very good, my child,” replied the millionaire 
‘“You shall have a Policeman of your very own.”’ 

‘Fat,’’ added Celestia, “‘with a truncheon 
and a lantern.” 


I] 
THERE was no particular difficulty about obtain- 
ing a policeman. The fattest policemen, as every 


body knows, are employed at the National 
Gallery, the British Museum, and places of a 
similarly gentle nature 
The worst of it is that 











in course of time they 
get too fat to pass 
through the turnstiles, 
and then have to be 
pensioned ott 

Celestia’s Policeman 
had reached this pre 
cise Stage in his careez 
He was not too old for 
his job, but he was too 
fat for it, and the 
Force was glad to part 
with him, uniform, 
truncheon, and lantern 
complete, for a hundred 
pounds. it was the 
cheapest birthday pre- 
sent Celestia’s father 
had ever purchased. 

When Celestia awoke 
on the mormng of her 
birthday, she jumped 
out of bed, rushed to 
the window, and there 
was the Policeman 
standing in the garden. 

“Good - morning, 








She fetched the picture book, and showed them both how it should be done 
by the best cooks and the most expensive policemen. 


“‘ Celestia,"’ said her father, “we are at our 
wits’ end. We cannot think what to buy you 
for a birthday present. All these good people 


Miss,” said the Police- 
man, and touched his 
helmet 
Celestia clapped 
her hands ‘“ How beautiful! she breathed 
The Policeman smiled in a gratifed way 
and adjusted his tunic 
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“ Policeman,” she exclaimed, “ you’re getting thin!” 


You 're the fattest Policeman I ever saw 


added Celestia. ‘“‘ Turn sideways on, please.” 

He obeyed, and the spectacle he presented 
was enchanting even to the dlasée nine-vear-old 
daughter of a millionaire. 

‘Now walk!’ ordered Celestia. “ Lift your 
feet up! Draw your truncheon! Every time 
you pass the window you must salute! ”’ 

It was difficult to get her dressed that morn 
ing. She had her bath brought to the window 
so that she need never take her eyes off the 
Policeman. Once he ventured to stop and mop 
his brow, but she hammered on the glass im 
periously, and off he went again. 

Nothing would satisfy Celestia but that the 
Policeman should come to breakfast. So they 
had it together, and Celestia manage:. to extract 
a good deal of information about policemen 

‘Do they all eat as much as you?" she 
asked. 

“As much as me? Why, bless yer, Missie, 
I'm dainty, I am! There's one of my mates 
can put away a whole cold meat pie in less than 
ten minutes! ‘ Cookie’s Terror,’ we calls ‘im.” 
[Continued on pag 
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STATIONERS fe 
& JEWELLERS =. 
Price 


12/6, 15/-, 20/- 
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IMlustrated atalogue post free on request 


950, Regent Street, W 
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FoUNFTPENS 


It’s a Compliment to give a “Swan.” 


Ghe very fact that you have selected the 
leading pen, pays delicate tribute to the 
discriminating taste of the recipient. No 
other pen is so pleasing to write with, or 
so handy and trustworthy. It quickly 
passes from the useful to the indispens- 
able, and appreciation of your thoughtful 
2 choice will grow greater as years go 
| by, for the “Swan” pen lasts a lifetime. 


MABIE, TODD & Co, Ltd., Swan House, 133 135, Oxford St., London, Wi 


London Branches 79 Ae #0. High Holborn, WC 1 97 Cheapside, E.C. 2 


Zatch, Sydney. Toronto and Cape Town 
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and at 3. Fachaawe Street, Manchester 
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Dividends of Satisfaction 


ONEY invested in a Humber 

15°9 Model will pay hand- 

some dividends of satisfaction. 

The car is built for a long life, 

constructed to run well, not merely 

in ordinary circumstances—there 

are other cars that will do that— 

but to stand the stress and strain 

of the sudden shock, the unex- 
pected circumstances. 
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The careful and scientific attention 
lavished upon every mechanical 
detail has produced most surprising 
results in speed, flexibility, and 
acceleration ; in short, it may be 
claimed both for the 15.9 Tourer 
and the 15°9 Saloon that they 
represent the sum total of Motor 
engineering construc on. 
The equipment is complete: Dunlop 
oc ra Magnum) ty, autovac petrol 
feed, automatic Iubri- 
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Full specifications and 
illustrations, which we shall 
be pleased to send on appli- 
cation, will be couvincing. 
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HUMBER LIMITED, 


shall be pleased to forward imteresting literature 
Head Office and Works: COVENTRY 


CROSSLEY MOTORS LTD. 
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Builders of Quality Cars, Manchester. LONDON - - - 32, Holborn Viaduct, E.C. 
Missie, Service Depot - Canterbury Rd., Kilburn, N.W. 
mates aes ee a ee oe ee ——C—“‘CtsCtCCCCCCC___HeHBFsese§; Southampton - - - 25 and 27, London Road. 
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Tro Story 
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Their efforts were rewarded with 
the discovery of SAPON SOAP. 


SAPON (cereal) SOAP is different 
from all other soaps, inasmuch as 
it forms no scum in water to clog 
the pores of the skin. Instead, it 
strengthens the tissues, and by its 
beneficial action produces the bloom 


GLOWING fire with its 
blazing logs; chairs drawn 
close ; “flickering shadows 
fading into the black dis- 
tance. Such is the “ atmo- 
sphere” beloved of the Christmas 
story-teller. 














The history of SAPON SOAPS 
makes a story in keeping with 
Christmas. It tells of the struggle 
of a handful of pioneers towards 
an Ideal—a soap made from cereal 
by-products which produced no 
scum (insoluble lime soap) in water, 
and yet possessed the necessary 
fragrance and daintiness of a really 


high-grade toilet soap. 


of a good complexion. The Russian 
Tar variety contains a strong anti- 
septic, and it is recommended by 
doctors and nurses all over the 
country in cases of skin trouble. 


Obtainable from all Chemists and 
Stores, 6d. per tablet. If any diffi- 
culty, send 1/6 for 3 tablets (post 
free) direct from the makers. 


SAPON SOAPS LIMITED, 


Sapon House, London Bridge, E.C. 4 






















> 
Don’t forget 
Mackintosh’s 
Toffee de Luxe 


Mackintosh’s Toffee is real 
Christmas cheer, the good, whole- 
some, altogether delicious toffee 
appreciated by all the members of 
every toffee-loving family. 

So do not go home without 
Mackintosh’s on Christmas Eve. 


Mackintosh’s Toffee de Luxe is made in 
the following varieties :— Plain, Pepper- 
mint, Treacle, Cocoa, Cocoanut, or all 
Assorted, also Chocolate Totfee de Luxe. 
Sold loose by weight, and in 4 1b., 
1 lb., and 4 1b. Family Tins. 


From Confectioners everywhere. 


c. 26 PY 
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The Most Fascinating Gift for a Lady of Quality 
is a Set of the 


MORNY FINE PERFUME PRODUCTS 


fragrant with 


PARFUM “CHAMINADE” 


18/6 35/- Bath Dusting Powder ... '. 
' : aes B Comatemes Powder ? ‘ 5/- m 

- me Toilet Soap soe ea : - {- 

Bath Bowls, er with Savon Sennen Merny (miniature puffs) 25 3/6, 100 10/6 
** Chaminade” 7 in. 16/6 Yin. 25/- | Bath Soap de Luxe. 7/6 15/- 
Créme du Jour Chaminade” 6/6 6/6 i Solid Complexion Powder in Bronze Case,3/6 3/6 








of Sets, : - Tinted 
79/- and 138/- .) p: = ~ ~—: x 3 Alabaster 
oa 7 ran X Glass 





Free Delivery 
is made 4 
within the } SSF nk gta 2 " Puff 
London <= ; j= ae il } 70/- extra. 
Postal 


area. 


MORNY FRERES, 201, REGENT STREET, W. | 


LIMITED, 
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The purity of CHIVERS’ JELLIES is reflected in their clear, 
rich, and luscious appearance. The fresh fruit juices with which 
they are Gavoured, and the ecrupulous care exercised at every 
stage of their manufacture, make them the finest delicacy you can 
obtain for lunch, dinner, or eapper. They are the children’s 
special delight. 


Chivers’ 


Jellies 
Fkey alirayps thn out well! 


CHIVERS & SONS, Ltp., The Orchard Factory 
HISTON, CAMBRIDGE. 
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Ts Charming-as 
the Flowers 


Its soft, velvety lather ; its delicate 
fragrance and essential purity, com- 
mend themselves to all users of 


PRICES 





COMPLEXION USOAP 


23 charming and distinctive varieties. 
Made by Price's, Battersea, London, S.W.1 1 



















BRITISH weather—even at its 
worst—has no terrors for those 
who are protected by Wood- 
Milne Service Soles and Heels. 
They defy damp, give firm grip 
on wet paving, protect the 
shoes, and lengthen the life of 
the leather. Ideal for all out- 
door pastimes. Neat and light. 











See the name ‘ Wood- Milne’ on every pair. 


WOOD-MIINE 


“SERVICE” 
RuBBER Soles & HEELS 


SOLES : HEELS : 
Ladies’ 1/9 per 1/- 
Men’s 3/3 pair 1/9 
(FIXING EXTRA). 









































Made by the Pioneers of the Rubber 
Heel Industry. 














AN OVERLAND HOMECOMING 


HAT a welcome Father Thelight weight of the Overland 

will get when he drives —only 16 cwt.—and three-point 
home this Christmas in an suspension Triplex springs give 
Overland! these results on the average : 





pe ees ee —28 to 30 miles per gallon of petrol 
gift—one that the whole family 
can enjoy throughout the year. 
No wonder Mother smiles—and 
Sis and Billy are radiant. 


Father knows, too, that the 
Overland gives real value for 
money. Not only in its moder- 
ate purchase price, but also in its 
unusually low upkeep expense. 
It will save him money in petrol, 
oil and tyres. 


—1,000 miles per gallon of oil 
—8,000-10,00) miles per set of tyres 
Ask the Overland dealer in your 
town to show you this car of 
proved economy. Four models: 
Touring, Roadster, Sedan and 
Coupe. Price: £495 for the 
Touring Car or Roadster, com- 
pletely equipped. Write for 

interesting catalogue. 
Distributors in all the principal 
cities of the world. 





WILLYSOVERLAND Ltd. 
151-153 Gt. Portland Street, London, W.1 


Factory: Willys-Overland-Crossley, Ltd., Manchester 





RIGHT HAND 
STEERING 
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THE SUPREME 


SUNBEAM 


24-h.p. 6-cyl. Limousine Landaulette. 
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This very handsomeand sumpt- 
uously appointed vehicle fur- 
nishes an ideal combination 
for touring and town work. 





The price, including 


FOUR-SEATED - : ° 
electric lighting and 
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Coupe Cabriglet self-starting set, spare The conversion from a closed 
C2 wheel and tyre, etc., is carriage to an open touring 
£1875. car is easily effected by lower- 
The “C.C.C.” is the original and inimitable all-purpose body, A similar type of body ing the folded hood, and the ; 
introduced by Wm. Cole & Sons, Ltd. The constant attempts rena ys BY oe Ae ; occupants, though then able to 
to produce imitations, ineffectual though these have always been, id sia ti my < enjoy. the fresh air to the full, 
form a striking tribute to its success. Opened or closed in a \ are amply protected from dust. 





moment by a simple spring action ; affording perfect protection 
or complete open-air enjoyment as dictated by the weather. 


Wm. Cole & Sons, Ltd., are also the designers and 
builders of the various bodies comprising the “ Cole- 
Imperial” series, and are, further, Sole Concession- 
naires for the two leading American automobiles— 
the “ Roamer ™ (6-cyl.), and the “ Cole Aero-8." 

Si pee of ted lt 

WM. COLE & SONS, LTD. 

235, Hammersmith Rd., London, W.6 

Coachbuilders to the Royal Family. 

Prize Medallists . Paris 1867 
; - 182 1 


"Telephones : 
Hammersmith—1413 - 1414 - 1415 





SUNBEAM - COATALEN AIRCRAFT ENGINES. 


THE SUNBEAM MOTOR CAR 
CO., LTD.,. WOLVERHAMPTON. 


MANCHESTER SHOWROOMS. - - - - 106, DEANSGATE. 
Southern Service and Repair Depot : 

EDGWARE ROAD, CRICKLEWOOD, LONDON, N.W. 2. 

Telephone : Willesden 3070. Telegrams : “ Sunoserv, Crickle, London.” 

London and District Agents for Cars: J. Keele, Lid.. 72, New Bond Street, W. 1! 
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OME Palmer enthusiasts hardly consider a spare to be necessary. 
= They have confidence—fatth—in the worth of their tyres. 

if id Faith in the rugged sturdiness—grip—tresilience—in their proven 
ability to minimise chassis and engine strains—and they KNOW 
Palmer Petrol economy. 

Palmer economy was proved at Brooklands, and charted results of 











yur 
of the tests made show Palmers to save ONE TIN OF PETROL 
Is: i ; IN EVERY TEN. 
nd te. oa if. Cost a little more but “ cheapest in the long run.” 
he | ; “ Send for “ Palmers’ Petrol and Power," post free from— : 
m- Bd THE PALMER TYRE LTD., i : 
for i ™ . 119-123, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.C. 2. 
: j ~~ And at Birmingham, Coventry, Leeds, Glasgow, Manchester and Nottingham. 
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‘Why do you call him that ? ”’ 

‘W'y?”’ Here the Policeman winked at 
the Footman. ‘‘ You ask any cook, Missie 
any female cook, I should say.” 

“ Our cook is a female. Would you like to 
meet her ? "’ ; 

“Oh, as to that, Missie, any time will do. 
Don’t you worry your dear little head. No 
doubt I shall run across her this evening about 
supper-time.”’ 

‘‘ Ah, but I must be there,”’ explained Celestia. 
“ There ’s a picture in one of my books of a cook 
and a policeman. They 're kissing. Do cooks 
and policemen always kiss ? "’ 

“Well, Missie, that depends.” 

“On the cook or the policeman ? ” 

‘“ As a rule, Missie, on the cook.”’ 

‘Our cook does as I tell her. What are you 
laughing at, George ? ”’ : 

‘I wasn't laughing, Miss Celestia,’’ protested 
the Footman. ‘I only burnt my finger with a 
hot plate. i 

‘If you do it again, I shall have you taken 

up. Now go away and send Cook here. Tell 
her to put on a nice blue print dress, and her 
whitest cap and apron. You'd better go and 
wash your hands and brush your hair, Policeman. 
The one in my book hasn't got jam on his fingers.” 

Cook was a little flustered at first and in- 
clined to be coy, but the Policeman, egged on by 
Celestia, drove her into a corner and scrambled 
for a kiss. This was capital as far as it went, 
but Celestia was not fuily satisfied. She fetched 
the picture-book, and showed them both how 
it should be done by the best cooks and 
the most expensive policemen. So they tried 
again, with better results this time, until at 
last Cook dashed out of the room and slammed 
the door behind her. 





For nearly a week Celestia amused herself 
with the Policeman. She took him for a walk and 
made him hold up the traffic whilst she slowly 

















He became quite useless as a toy, and found his 
piace with all the other rubbish in the attics. 


and daintily crossed the street. The Footman 
was dressed as a tramp, simulated drunken fury, 
and was arrested with realistic ferocity. Then 
Celestia pretended that the house was being 
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watched by burglars, and the Policeman had to 
walk round and round it all night long with his 
lantern flashing in every direction. 

At the end of a week, whilst he was standing 
guard over the Head Gardener, who had been 
incarcerated in the summer-house and fed through 
a crevice in the wall, Celestia suddenly stopped 
short and stared at her birthday present with 
horror. 

‘ Policeman,’’ she exclaimed, 
thin es 

‘Yes, Missie, I knows I am.” 

‘What d’ you mean by it?” 

‘I’m very sorry, Missie, but I’m not sur- 
vali 

** Why aren’t you ?”’ 

‘* Well, Missie, for one thing, I’m never off 
duty. When it isn’t drunks it’s burglars, and 
when it isn’t burglars it ’s Cook.”’ 

‘What difference does Cook make? You told 
me only yesterday she was a nice homely party.”’ 

‘So she is, Miss. That’s just it. A man 
can’t go on kissing a nice party like that without 
falling in love with ‘er, and falling in love makes 
a man thin quicker than anything. If I might 
suggest, Miss——’”’ 

** Well 2? Don’t blush, Policeman.’ 

‘I'll try not, Miss. If I pooh suggest, 
would you give Cook instructions as she's to 
marry me? I wouldn’t interfere with her work. 
She could still go on cooking for yer ra. 

So the order was given, and, after becoming 
protestations, obeyed, and the Policeman grew 
stouter than ever. So stout, in fact, that he 
became quite useless as a toy, and found his 
place with all the other rubbish in the attics. 

But Celestia didn’t fret. She was far more 
delighted with a very wiry, astoundingly brave, 
and sy poet yireman. [THE END.] 
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struction. 
and giving ample control over 


or cold weather—we shall be 
pleased to send particulars 
of this Vauxhall - Windsor 
limousine. \ 


The 25.h.p. 
Vauxhall- Windsor 
saloon limousine 

of 


unique design 
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CASH’S NAMES 


Woven on _Cambric _Tape in fast ‘Tuarkey Rea Cotton. 
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is - Bapen- PoweLL: 


Style No. 151. 





OTHING more cosy and suit- 
able for Christmas travelling 
can be imagined than a closed 

Vauxhall motor carriage. Obviously 
the permanent-roof type of car is the 
best for winter use. Many are begin- 
ning to realise its advantages for use 
all the year round. The carriage here 
illustrated is a special Vauxhall con- 
To those interested in a 
new type of limousine, light in weight 
the 
conditions desired—whether in warm 


'H.D.MAXIM;, 


Style No. 7. Sf. Aa 
Write for complete list of the many styles in which these Names can be wove to— aid 
J. & J. CASH, Lrv., COVENTRY, 


an Branch: S. Norwalk, Conn.; Canadian Branch: Brantford, Ont.; Australian = 
ne aa Brsnch : Richmond, Melbourne. Please mention ///us. Lon. News. 
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VAUXHALL MOTORS LTD 



















LUTON BEDFORDSHIRE 


Teleghens : Luton 466 (4 lines) 
Telegrams : Carvaux Luton 
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“The Outstanding Car.” 





An Light witha Podigree 


| Not only does the ‘Talbot- Darracq 


| HE Talbot - Darracq 8-cyl. 
T motor possesses, among. its 

many commendable features, 
that of extreme simplicity, 
both in construction and —what is of 
the greatest importance —accessibility. 








As few parts as possible, and every 
part thoroughly up to its work, 1s 
the note struck by its designer. ‘The 
elimination of all but essential parts 
makes for maximum strength. 


' Catalogues and details with pleasure. 
' Trial runs arranged by letter, personal : 
call, or ’phone. 





] 


mark the real beginning of the 


eight - cylinder era in automobile 
construction, but it 1s also. the 


pioneer of 8-cyl. simplicity combined 
with efficiency. 


Engine, clutch, gear-box and steering 
column are incorporated in one unit, 
affording great rigidity with exceptional 
flexible power for travel on the high- 
way or in traffic. 


|ALBOT] )ARRACO 


The Darracq Motor Engineering Co., Ltd., Fulham, LONDON, S.W. 6 


Showrooms: 150, New Bond Street, LONDON, W. | 
"Phone : Mayfair 6504-5-6. 
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Sor Surity and Aeofinement. 
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